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Buffalo Bill and the Silent Slayers;
~

OR,

TliE ARIZONA CRACK SHOT.
By the author of "BUFFALO BILL.''

CHAPTER I.
A

YOUNG Sl'ORT

"Who is he ?"
"Thet young un yonder thet looks as purty as a gal?"
"Y cs."
"He's ther 13oy Sport."
"And who is the I3oy Sport, pray?"
''Don't know a little bit, or no more than he's a all
'round good fellow."
,..Where did he come from?"
"Don't krtow."
"vVhat's his name?"
"Don't know."
"What docs he do?"
''Gambles a lcetle, rides about a heap, shoots game. and
has kilt a couple o' men since he has been in DeYil 's
Canyon, while he rakes in ther dust of all them as is
fool enough to play with him at keerds."
"I !e's a dandy."
"That's what he be."
''I'd like to get acquainted with him, 13unco."
"Thet's jist what that big feller thar' is 2:0in' ter izit,

or I don't know myself, for that boy is gittin' ready ter
use his gun, if I knows signs when I secs 'em."
"I half believe you are right, for the man seems to
be looking for trouble with the boy."
''He'll git it, never fear."
"\Vl10 is the man?"
" One of the worst men in Devil's Canyon, and they
do say he belongs to ther band of Silent Slayers."
"Who are they?"
"Don't know ; only there is a band o' killers about here
thet takes a man's life every now and then in a secret
way, and a number has handed in their chips in that way.
"But nobody knows 'em, onl y when a man don't do to
please 'em he are found dead in his cabin or on ther
trail somewhar' leadin ' to his mine, and a knife is diskivered a stickin' in his rills, fer thet is ther way, whoever
they be, and thet's why they is called ther Silent Slayers.
Sec?"
"Yes, I see, and this camp of Devil's Canyon appears
to be a very tough place."
"Tough is a tender n ame for it4 oard. far it are th.er
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worst community ori earth as dwells here, as you'll find
out."
"And yet I find that boy here, for he is nothing more
'.t han a youth, with a face as handsome and ge.nt!e as a
'\VOn1an 's."
"\Nell, he kin rough it with the toughest of 'em, when
they riles him."
"Does he seek trouble?"
"You bet he don't. He kinder tries ter slip away from .
it, Ulltil they pushes him too hard, and then he jumps in
with both feet.
"I tell, yer, pard Bill, he are a queer one-thet queer
thet I can't make him out, for he's as gentle as .a sister
in <;aring for ther sick, mrrsin' 'em so kind-like, and yet
I has seen him dress a awful-looking wound for a man
that was knifed, and another as was shot, and never
flinch no more than a doctor would; but look at him now '
as he 's playing keerds, thar', with Red Sam, and you'll
see that, though he's takin' ther man's bluster talk mighty
cool-like, he hes quietly loosened one of the revolvers in
his belt."
"Why, he is a perfect walking arsenal, Bunco, for
see two revolvers in his belt and three knives."
"Yas, Bill, he carries six bowies and two revolvers, not
to speak of a derringer or two whar' a Chinaman carries
·
a trump keerd-up his sleeve.
"I tell you, he knows how ter use 'em all, too, fer he
gave a exhibition one day jist fer fun, of drawing his
weapons · and using 'em, fer some one stuck up a tin
plate on a tree fe:: him, and firing with both hands, he put
twelve revolver shots in it at ten paces, two derringer
bullets, .and ·.stuck them six knives he carri.es in it , too ,
by throwing 'em, and all in the time of just thirty seconds, and that meant ther drawing time, ter bo9t !
"I tell yer, pard Bill, the1: foli<s 'round Devil's Canyon
hev' respected him mighty since then, and I does believe he done what he did jist ter let 'em see what he
c'u'd do, so they wouldn't crowd him too much, bein' he

.

I

were a boy-now look thar' .!"
"Yes, that man you _called Re4 Sam ~eems trying to
.
force him i11to a quarrei.'"
"He does, and I guess will do soY
''\~el1, I won't see the boy imposed on by a great
overgrown bully like that, and who has his pals with

him."
"Don't you chip in, Pard Bill, for I tells you ther boy
kin take keer of himself-didn't I tell. yer so?"
The boy had suddenly risen from his seat and faced his
partner, while a revolver, quickly drawn, covered him.
"Red Sam, you arc robbing me!" he cried.

CHAPTER IL
IN

DEVIL'S

CANYON.

Iviy story opens in Arizona in a camp on the line of
survey for a railroad into California from ew Mexico
and in a locality where, ages ago, lived the Cliff Dwellers'.
and later the half-Indian, half-Mexican people, who wer~
content to be what they were-nominally cattle raisers,
yet, in reality, little better than outlaws.
Devil's Canyon was in the midst of a country well watered, wooded and where grass grew plentifully," and a
number of rancheros were scattered about that vicinity.
Then, too, it had become a camp for overland freicrhtQ .
'J
ers, w111 e gold had been found in the
. near ,
.. .
.
- - mountains
where a number of miners had therefore made it their
abiding-place.
Devil's Canyon was on the direct line of survey across
Arizona, and thither had congregated several hundred
of as rough a sample of humanity as could be found anywhere, for one-fourth of them were desperadoes, anol!l.1er
fourth gamblers, living wholly by cards, and the balance
were not much better.
The two men who had been discussing about the youth
who· had made Devil's Cany6n . his abiding-place were
not to be classed with the rest of the community, for
one was none other than Buffalo Bill, a man who was
not to be found in such a place as that wild camp unless
duty demanded his presence there.
He had arrived in the camp at sunset, had fot111d a
place to put up, in ,vhat was called Wide Awake Inn,
and kept by a man known as Brad Burns, whatever his
real name might be, and who was also proprietor of the
Sports' Delight saloon next door, which was never closed,
.
day or night or Sundays.
Buffalo Bill had gone to Devil's Canyon for a purpose,
as will be told hereafter, and the first man he met was
an old pard, who had served under him as a scout-had
struck a gold find in his wanderings one day, picked pp
a bagful of the pr.ecious metal, and disap~eared.
The next heard of him was that he had gone East, but
having been buncoed out of all his . money, ve had to
return to the far West, though not to his ~Id haimts,
as he was ashamed to face his former pards.
And at Devil's Canyon Buffalo . Bill had found him,
calling himself Bunco. as a reminder of his fo.Jly, and
engaged in no other work than prospecting for another
find of gold, with the firm belief that he. would stdl\:e
ii rich again before he died, and yet itve nKe a ·gentleman
once more, for 11e had been well born, ,\,ell reared, met
':vith ill sticcess, and had sought his fortune in the \i\T est
as so many others have done and will continue to do.
Once he had said to Buffalo Bill with not a hint of
dialect in· his words:
" Some day I hope to be a gentleman again, Pard Cody,
-

~ '
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but as long as I am out in this wild land I am what I
am, and the same as the rest in looks and conversation."
And the man with a college education, courtly manners, fine form and handsome face, still young, and with
life before him, appeared on a par with those ~bout him,
only not a crime ever had been laid at his door, and with
his comrades he had been a manly fellow, true as steel,
brave and liked by all who knew him. Only his intimates knew that he was acting a part, and they wondered
what clo.i.td hung over his life, what mystery there was
about him.
The young sport whom the two old friends were
speaking of, and observing so closely, sat at a table in
Sports' Delight saloon , playing cards with three men,
who were as hard-looking characters as could be found
even in Devil's Can yon.
The four were playing partners, Red Sam and the
boy sport against the other t\vo, an d they were the losers,
too, in the games thus far played, the other couple having
piled up big ~vinnings on the table by each man.
Somehow the losses of Red Sam and the young sport
\Vere all laid at the latter's door by his big partner, who
now and then uttered some savage words against him,
cal:ing him names and asking him bluntly if he was m
league with the others to get his money.
The youth took it all quietly, thoug h there was a
dangerous gleam in his eye.
That he did not resent the words of Red Sam no one
wondered at, for the latter was known as one of the most
dangerous men in Devil's Can yon-a bully and desperado, who seemed to enjoy taking human life, for he
was always looking for trouble until he had become a
terror even in that wild gathering of roughs and bad
men.
Large, raw-boned, ugly-faced, strong as a mountain
lion, quick as a wildcat, with a voice of thunder and a
record as a man-killer, Red Sam deserved his name from
)1is d~ds as well as from his long red hair and beard.
The young sport was as totally his opposite as it was
possible to be. Slight in form, but splendidly built, with
thick, jet-black, wavy hair, a face darkly bronzed, but
perfectly featured, strong, determined, handsome. yet
gentle as a woman, and with a low, strangely_ musical
voice, he seemed like one to cower in terror before the
man who was his partner in that game of cards.
His slouch hat sat jauntily upon his fine head; his blue
woolen shirt, black silk scarf, gray corduroy pants, stuck
in top boots, his weapons, even, were all of the finest
material and make-that was his make-up.
But boy that he seemed, not yet eighteen, Buffalo Bill
thoug ht, he seemed vastly out of place herding with the
hard crowd of Devil's Canyon.

3

CHAPTER III.
'
FINE REVOLVERS

LEVELED.

Ruffalo Bill and Bunce had been seated at a table apart
from the others in the Sports' Delig ht saloon, but they
could see the young sport distinctly, and heard above the
murmur of voices, for there was half a hundred men in
the place, the bold words which he had uttered.
They saw his lightning-like act in drawing his revolver,
and noted how quickly he had risen to his feet and covered his man before he uttered the bold words :
"You are robbing me, Red Sam."
•
The big bully was caught off his guard for once.
He had roared out his words. against the young sport
from time to time, had insulted him openly, and had not
heard a word in resentment.
Those who had seen the sport's behavior upon other
occasions wondered at his silence, and supposed that Red
Sam had cowed him.
But the boy had played calmly on, watching every
play like a hawk, and Bunce had said:
" Yer'll hear su'thin' drap suddenly afore lohg, pard
Bill."
Buffalo Bill had been watching the boy's fac·e.
It was pale, perhaps. but serene, and the"burning light
in the fine eyes alone showed that he felt what . the bully
was saying.
But suddenly had come the burst of indig nation, the
covering of the man with the revolver, and the charge
that he was being robbed.
Red Sam knew enough of the hand that held that
revolver not to make any effort to grasp his own.
He was covered, and the youth was known to be a dead
shot.
There was not the slightest tremor in the hand that
leveled the weapon, either.
For once Reel Sam was willing to temporize. ,
At' least until he could get the upper hand or triumph
by treachery.
So he said, and his voice was no longer a roar:
"Yer accuses me, young sport, because I knows you
was playin' agin' me, yer pa.rd, in this game."
"It is a lie!"
~
"You are secretly the partner of these two m~ to roh
me, for you are their friend, not mine. You asked me
to play with you to make up a game, and said we
could win big money.
"I watched you clear through, and you played into
their hands to rob me.
"You played against me, and the three of you have\
robbed me of three hundred dollars, and you shall give
it back to me, Red Sam.
"Come, I mean business, and your life isn"t worth a
cent if you refuse to do what I say."

•
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Now the boy's voice rang through the large cabin, and
every man was upon his feet.
Other games ended there and then.
All saw that there was to be a larger game played,
where the stakes were human lives.
The boy was aroused, he was on his mettle, and about
four-fifths of the men in the saloon knew that his charge
was doubtless true.
rvlany had been surprised tp see him play as a partner
of R ed Sam, while the e>tlwr two at the table \\·ere of
the worst desperado stripe.
Buffalo Bill and Bunco had been watching the game ..
They had seen enough to convince them that the assertion was right the youth had made.
Both had s_eeu that looks were passing between the
three men, and several times they were sure cards had
been slipped under the table from Red Sam to the others
to pla:y against his own partner.
There was a moment of deep silence atter Red Sam's
words, followed by the bold utterance of the youthful
sport.
His accusation against the other two men fell like a
thunderbolt.
Then he covered the boss bully, and yet put his life
at the mercy of the other two men he accused.
Did he· trust in his youth protecting him?
Did he trust in a love of fair play in the crowd which
would not allow him to be attacked while he held Red
Sam nuder cover?
Whatever it was that prornptecl him to be so utterly
reckless, the other two men determined to take advantage
of his having his hands full, and quickly they whipped
out their revolvers and leveled them at the youth.
There was no move among the crowd as they did so.
Emboldened by this 1 one of the men blurted forth:
"Now draw yer gun, Red Sam, and squar' it fer yerself an'd us, fer we has got him dead to rights with our
weapons."
"Pardon me if I take a hand in this unequal game, for
I have you two covered."
it was Buffalo Bill who spoke, and he held a revolver
in each hand.
And each weapon was aimed at one of the men who
had so suddenly turned~ upon the youthful sport.

CHAPTER IV.
ON THE EVE OF DEATif.
I

The sport did not move a muscle at the words of Buffalo Bill.
He did not even take his eyes off of Red Sam.
His revolver still covered the bully, and he had simply
said, with the other two leveled at him:

"They may kill me, Red Sam, but you go first."
The crowd, however, all looked toward this man who
had championed the cause of the sport.
They beheld one who was a stranger to them, but yet
one who had a look about him that was square and plucky.
He had <;chipped in," and he seemed just the man to
maintain his ·hand.
The two men who had their weapons upon the youth
could not but turn their gaze upon the speaker.
They saw a tall, splendidly-formed, ha11dsQme man,
with a most distinguished air in spite of his border dress.
They saw that though he was not crosseyed, he yet
seemed to be looking at both at the same time.
There they stood, with revolvers leveled at the youth, ·
eyes turned upon Buffalo Bill, and his weapons covering
them.
· The youth's revolver covered Red Sam, who did not
dare show a weapon.
It was a five-cornered tableau, with death on the instant
threatening four of the five.
The crowd stood spellbound.
It was a grand ·situation for the lookers-on, if some
shots did not come their way.
They had never seen its equal before.
Fights they had seen in a crowded saloon, when half a
dozen men gave up existence, but such a thrilling, fatalappearing tableau was new even to the desperadoes of
Devil's Canyon.
Buffalo Bill, having stepped in to the aid of the young
sport, was not a man to let matter hang fire for want of
action.
He realized that he had taken his life in his hands by
doing ~vhat he did.
He kn6lv that he was a stranger there, hence would be
regarded as a foe by more than half of the men present.
was well
Bunco was the only one he knew; but
aware that he could depend upon him to the death.
He had seen him tried too often before when a scout
under him.
But Bunco had wished to keep him out of this affair.
He knew but too weJJ just what Devil's Canyon men
were.
As a stranger he feared that the men would consider
Buffalo Bill an officer of the law, and as about four-fifths
of the community were dodging justice, he was well aware
that they would be only too anxious to have hirtl put out
of the way by a bullet fired among others.
But Bunco saw it all comi11g.
He knew that Buffalo Bill wa.s the last man in the
world to seek trouble, that he had always avoided it.
But then, too, he was not one to see the weak imposed
on by the strong.
The boy had seemed at the mercy of .the desperadoes,

he
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so if you intend· coming I advise you to go down to the
canyon first and pick out your burial lot.',
The crowd laughed. Matters looked better.
TJ1e11 son1e one .called out:
"Now, Brad, go for Red Sam."
The one who spoke evidently didn't like the landlord,
and supposed he would vent his spite through Red Sam.
But the landlord was equal to it, for he said :
.. l\o. the sporfs got him covered, and that is not my
J
,
row.
" But if Red Sam intends to play thief here, he'll find it
can 't be done, and I know it."
A faint cheer greeted these words.
Some felt that honesty should be encouraged.
But the first situation remairted unchanged.
Buffalo Bill had lowered his weapons, but the sport still
had Red Sam under cover.
The latter was white-faced now.
The situation was growing very irksome to him.
What would the boy do?
Then a thought flashed through the mind of Buffalo
Bill.
He had bnt half done his work, in going to the aid of
the youth.
1£ the boy had been robbed, and there was no doubt on
that score. the two men whoh1 Landlord Burns had bade
leave the saloon had the money.
They had not yet gone out 0£ the saloon, but with black,
malignant faces, were slowly moving toward the door.
·
"Hold there!
"Come back, both of you."
Buffalo Bill's voice rang out.
There was no weapon leveled at the men , for they had
·
be~n disarmed by Brad Burns.
But there. was a look in the scout's eyes that meant all
he said.
CHAPTER V.
The men turned at his command, for instinctively they
FORCED TO TERMS.
knew ;that he had addressed them.
"What does yer want?., one of them growled.
"I'll clip their clavvs, for it isn't a square deal t~ see
.Sport, how much money did those m~n rob you
"Boy
.
three against the boy, and you did right to chip in, pard."
of?"
The speaker was Brad Burns, the keeper of the Sports'
"Three hundred dollars."
Delight saloon, and landlord of the Wide Awake Inn.
"Hold there ! and I'll s.end a bullet through you, for I
He was a man that was respected, and also feared, and .
that."
saw
one who could be as rough as the roughest, any way they
saw it, too.
Others
pleased, if he was roused to it.
men had attempted to hand to a pard near
two
The
All saw when Brad Burns acted that the stranger was
money.
their
tliem
gaining ground.
"Come back here and lay on that table three hundred
He quickly stepped up to the men and disarmed th;:m,
dollars!"
.
remarking:
"I won't!" said one.
"You two knew better than to try on a sneak game in
·
my saloon.
"I won the money," the other replied.
"Obey or refuse.
"Now get out, and send a pard for your guns.
''Which shall it be?"
"If you come in here again you'll have to deal with me,

and, reading his former chief's face, Bunco saw that
would go to the rescue of the boy.
Having done so, he went in to stay, to see it through.
"Come, down with your weapons, both of you, from
covering that young man, for I say y-0u were cheats, and
I saw you, and that man, slip cards under the table.
"You are a trio of rascals, and were robbing the boy."
There was no mistaking this utterance, ahd the crowd
enjoyed it.
''\i\ iho is you, and what has you got ter do with it,
stranger?"
It was Red Sam who spoke.
He had asked the question with a motive. That motive was to have Buffalo Bill turn on him, giving his
pards a chance to level at him and kill him.
. Bunco saw the trap, and his hand crept near the butt
of his revolver.
Would Buffalo Bill fall into the trap?
No, he was not to be caught like that.
He saw through the ruse.
Vv'ithout taking his eyes off the two men he had covered, Buffalo Bill answered :
"My name is William Cody, and I am not ashamed of
it, while I take it upon me as a right to defend that brave
boy, whom you three scoundrels were robbing and then
sought to kill.
"Come, drop your weapons, or I'll kill you both."
The men hesitated, but they ·obeyed.
The crowd was l;iecoming anxious and nervous.
"Will some gentleman who believes in fair pl?Y disarm
those two men ?
"Boy sport, keep your gun on that fox, or he'll down
you yet," and, without taking his eyes off the two men,
Buffalo Bill first addressed the crowd artd then the youtli.
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arming them, was proven by the fact that ' each had a
Buffalo Bill's revolvers were out now.
weapon in an inner pocket of his shirt.
smaller
covered.
Again the two men were
with mutual consent and determination, they had
These,
well.
And they were cowed as
each man reached the door, which \.Vas open.
as
drawn
reluctantly
each
and
table,
the
Slowly they approacheg
together, each man leveled a weapon at
turned
They
it.
threw a roll of bills upon
and each one had selected his game.
instant,
same
the
money?"
"Will you, sir, count that
right had picked out Buffalo Bill for
the
on
man
The
landlord.
Buffalo Bill spoke to the
victim.
his
out:
called
and
told,
Brad Burns did 'as he was
"Sixty in this pile, and seventy-five in this."
The man on the left had selected the boy sport as his
"Hand out the balance.
game.
'
"I mean it."
1\ o ·one had seemed to notice these two men.
"I hain 't got no more."
They were supposed to be out of the game.
"Ther boy lies."
So \\"hen they thrust their right hands into their woolen
But Buffalo Bill did not take these answers.
shirts and drew out their concealed weapons, it seemed
"Come, hand out the rest of that stolen money."
but two persons saw them .
. There was no getting around it, and the two men sulOne of these two was most deeply interested.
lenly obeyed, one of them saying:
It ,,·as Buffalo Bill. He saw only that the man had
don't
you
when
"We'll even up with you, stranger,
drawn a hidden weapon and was about to kill the boy.
hold ther full hand yer is playin' to-night."
So. with lightning-like rapidity for which he has alreply.
careless
scout's
the
"All right, any time,'' was
. ways been noted, he raised his weapon and fired.
The two men then moved again toward the door, while
He was just second too soon for the other man, whose
the crowd- once more turned its attention to the young aim was at the boy sport.
sport and Red Sam.
Bu~ his aim was quick enough and sure enough 1to save
But the crowd were awed by the pluck of the stranger, the youth.
·
though only Bunco knew him as Buffalo Bill, h.ief of
His bullet pierced the brain of the murderous desscouts for the department of the Platte.
and the aim of the latter was wild, for the conperado,
The rest wondered who he was.
of death upon the trigger had exploded his
clutch
vulsive
And all this while, which was only a few moments,
the muzzle. was jerked upward.
and
revolver,
though it had seemed so long-an age to some, perhaps
At the instant Buffalo Bill saw the act of the desperado
-the young sport stood covering Red Sam, the desperado, with his revolver, and his hand was as steady as to kill the boy, he did not see that the other man also had
a concealed weapon.
iron; his look as determined as ever.
He did not see that he had also drawn it, and, more,
that his aim was at him.
But he was protecting the young sport.
CHAPTER VI.
there was one to protect him.
Still,
TWO FATAL SHOTS.
There was one who did not see the desperado draw a
All eyes were now upon the young sport and Red Sam. weapon and aim at the sport, but did see his pal t>hrust
The other affair with Buffalo Bill had thus far passed his hand into the bosom of his shirt, snatch out a revolver
off without bloodshed.
and aim at Buffalo Bill.
How would this scene end.
And he was one who was marvelously quick on the
"There's your money, boy pard, they robbed you of,
draw, the aim and in pulling a trigger.
when you have done with your man before you," said
He was a dead shot, too.
Buffalo Bill.
So he got his shot in just two seconds ahead of the
Was this a hint for the youth to end the suspense?
one who intended to kill Buffalo Bill.
What would he do? Before the boy could act, before
, But those two seconds counted, for when the man
1my one could surmise what he would do, there tame four
trigger he was already dead.
drew
shots.
bullet also went up into the roof of the cabin.
His
They wer~ fired so rapidly and so close together that it
both desperadoes went down together, one on
And
seemed that the four reports were but the echo of one.
of the door.
side
each
The four shots were fired by four men.
who had thus saved the life of Buffalo Bill
one
The
The two desperadoes had reached the door, and then
the ex-scout.
Bunco,
was
turned.
Burns, the landlord, had seen the little side
Brad
And
That Brad Burns had not done his work well, in dis-

a
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game, and would have chipped in, oniy Buffalo Bill and
'Bunco were too quick.
Thus had the four shots been fired, two men were
dead, and the crowd stood amazed, for it was not so easy
to see just what had happened.
It took but a moment, however, to discover.
Then they saw that Buffalo Bill was a quick and dead
shot, and that he had saved the life of the young· sport.
They saw, too, that Bunco, a man whom all liked. but
no one knew well-a man who had kept clear of any
trouble in the camps-had suddenly shown himself the
friend of the stranger, and had saved his life.
He had shown that he was a dead shot, too, when necessity demanded it.
and
Both of the desperadoes had been ~l~ot fairiy;.
,;squarely in the forehead.
And all this while the young sport was still keeping
Red Sam in dread of his life and under cover of his reYolve;.
CHAPTER VII.

'

THE SPORT'S LUCI<:.

With the ~p: o de~pcradoes dead , Buffalo Bill a:1<l
Bunco, stand ing , as it were, ready to be challenged tor
their act, and the boss bully of them all, Red Sam, stand ..
ing in the Yery face of death, the crowd were beginning
to feel that the situation was something they would not
have missed for a great deal.
To some it was even enjoyable.
To others it showed plainly what Devil's Canyon was
capable of in an emergency.
Buffalo Bill had fired at one he knew to be an out and
out scamp, to protect the life of the boy sport, " ·hom he
had taken a fa ncy to.
Bunco had fired to save his friend. the scout.
And both stood ready to accept the consequences_, ·
Rut ·the e~·cs of the crowd were not upon them.
They had acted well their part.
Now, ·what would the boy sport do?
He did not keep them long in waiting to find Otit.
Witho11t . looking; he knew what ha4 happened.
\V ords about him told him that much.
He had not even seen his defe11der, Buffalo Bi'.L
His eyes were all for the man confronting him, and
who was becoming nervous tmd~r the steady stare of that
dejidly revolver.
vVhen the hum of exclamations vvere over, that followe<l
the four quick shots, the young sport spoke.
"Red Sam, you have shown nerve, and you arc in luck
that yon have not gone on the same trail your pards have
just t<!-ken.
"I don't wish to kill you, for I raise my hand against no
man that I hav.e uot just cause for doing so.
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''You cheated me, and J caught you at it.
"You and your pards robbed me, and though I play
only for sport, the excitement of the game, I will not be
cheated.
"I havl'! gotten my money back, through the kind interest in my behalf of some · unknown gentleman, q.nd I
am pedectly wiling that you should go."
"Better kill him."
"He'll down you if you don't."
"You'll only turn a snake loose ter bite yer, young
•
sport."
"Shoot him nmv. an.cl say no more about it."
"No. have a square duel atween yer."
"That's the talk !''
Such were the expressions heard upon all sides.
The boy sport did not move.
But the eyes of Red Sam were ranging over the crowd
to mark tho e who were expressing an opinion against
him.
''No, there has been enot'.!gh of bloodshed for one night.
"You can go, Red Sam, for I do not fear you."
Pluckily uttered were the words, and then the revolver
·
was lowered.
It did look, just for a second, as though Red Sam
was seeking his revolver when the boy sp0rt's weapon
no longer covered him.
But somebody, just who nobody knew, called out:
"Take care. Red Sam!"
\Vhatever had been his intention, he checked 'it. ·
He was glad that he had, for somehow his eyes met
those of Bu~falo Bill, and he saw then that he would have
been a dead man had he attempted to draw his revolver.
He was much delighted for that .warning cry that had
saved him.
But Red Sam knew that he was expected to say something, and he wished to still get -out of the affair with
honor to himself, from his way of viewing it.
So he called out :
''I thanks yer fer .nothin', boy pard, but ef yer was a
n1an I'd say jist let us settle ther matter in a squar' standup fight."
"I was man enough to k,eep you cowed; Red Sam, for
five long minutes, and l would meet you as you say, but
I don't wish to kill you."
A laugh greeted this remark.
It was to many a square .backdown on the part of the
young sport.
Several others present seemed to see it in a different
light.
As for the desperado, he roared out:
"Yas, yer backs down now, when it's a sqµare ga1ne,
but yer crowed mighty big when yer had ther drop on
111e."

I

8-,

THE BUFFALO BILL STORIES.

"No, I accused you of robbing me, and it was proven.
"Your pals lost their Jives, yours I gave to you, and I
got my money back.
"Let it go at that."
"I says no."
"What do you wish, Red Sam?''
"A stand-up fight a'tween us, with weapons in our
hands."
"Yes, that's a squar' deal," cried a number of voices.
"Yer can't back down, boy sport, and hang out arter it
in Devil's Canyon."
l
Buffalo Bill seemed about to speak, and, noticing th
fact, the young sport cried, quickly:
"I will meet you, Red Sam, if you will let me choose
the weapons."
A perfect yell of admiration at the sport's pluck greeted
these· words.

CHAPTER VIII.
THE BOY SPORT AND HIS SECONDS.

The pluck of the boy sport, in thus offering to face the
huge and terrible desperado, a giant in strength, and as
merciless as an adder, won for him a tremendous round
of applause.
All eyes were upon him now.
But he stood .wholly unruffled, and waited for Red Sam
I
to reply.
Every eye then turned upon the desperado.
He seemed too amazed at first to speak.
But the crowd demanded a reply, and at once
He saw ~t, and said:
"See here, it ain't no squar' game ter put a boy ag·m a
man, and so I says let it go as it are."
"No, you were going to kill me, but thought better of
it, and then you said I must fight you.
"Now you say let it stand as it is, and I say no, for if I
was man enough to rob you, I am man enough to fight,
unless you confess yourself a coward."
A perfect roar burst from the desperado at this.
"A coward l
"Why, I'd fight yer if you was a baby."
"No doubt of that.
"The younger the better," was the sport's quick rejoinder, and it was well received by most of those present.
At the decision of Red Sam all looked pleased, save a
few.
Among those few were Buffalo Bill, Bunce and Brad
Burns, the landlord.
Then they exchanged glances, and they read each other
aright.
They did not intend to allow it.
But as Red Sam, having urged what-he called a square

fight, had now been forced to back up his W!=lr<ls, and had
said he would meet the sport, the latter said, pleasantly:
"All right, Red Sam, we'll fight.
"But I choose the weapons."
"I don't keer what yer chooses," growled the man.
Then the sport glanced over the crowd, his eyes resting
an instant upon the two dead forms lying by the door,
and then upon the table, where his money still lay.
Stepping forward, he picked this up, and, tossing it to
Brad Burns, said:
"Landlord, just keep this to deal out to poor fellows
who are hard up and need it, or who are sick and in distress."
" I'll do it, s.port, and it's just like you, while I know
half,. a dozen it will help," said Brad Burns, and- a cheer
was given for 'the youth, whose eyes still roamed over
the crowa.
At last they rested upon Buffalo Bill, and, stepping forward, the sport held out his hand, while he said:
"Are you the gentleman who came to my aid?"
"Yes, for I do not believe in seeing a boy roasted by a
n1an."
"Your shot saved my life."
"J hope so."
"And you made them disgorge my money."
"They robbed you, so hacl to give it up."
"You are a stranger in Devil"s Canyon?"
"Yes."
"Then, if you have no business here, take a boy's advice and get out, for it's no place for an honest man.'"
"Thanks, but I came here to look about, to prospect a
little, and I think I shall hang my hat up here a while,
as I may strike it rich; at least, I'll have a try at it before
I leave."
"] am sorry; but will you do me a favor?"
''If I can."
"I have told this desperado I would meet him."
"I was sorry to hear it, for no man would blame yot. .•
you had refused."
"l did not wish to kill him ; at least, not until he forces
me to do so," and there was a 1strange significance in the
way the last few words were uttered.
'"He will kill you. if he can."
"Oh, yes, but that is just where I am determined that
he shall not, and I am going to ask you to be my second."
"Certainly; only I urge against your meeting that man,
and have a proposition to make."
"Name it."
"Let me take your place."
All looked su~rised at this, while Red Sam, who had
listened attentively to all that had been said, roared out:
''I'll try it on with you after I've done ther kid up."
"No, I will fight my own battle, but I thank you just

THE BUFFALO BILL STORIES.
the same, sir; and let me tell you that I can take care of
myself better than you know."
There was a confidence in the look and words of the
youth that encouraged Buffalo Bill, who said:
''Let me suggest, as I am a stranger, that I invite two
other gentlemen here to also be your seconds."
"As you please, sir."
. "Then I will ask the landlord and this gentleman,'' and
he pointed toward Brad Burns and Bunco.
"I will aid you, sport," said the landlord.
"Count me in, boy pard," added Bunco.
Then Buffalo Bill felt that he had the strength of the
crowd ~n their side, and, turning to Red Sam, he said,
sternly :
"Now, sir, name your seconds, and we will quickly settle this matter."
CHAPTER IX.
A SURPRISE.

Red Sam was not exactly pleased with the turn matters
were taking.
He wanted a draw-and-shoot , rough-and-tumble,
knock-down and drag-out affair, not one where all was
a_rranged.
This looked too businesslike to please him.
Then, if he killed the boy, many would be against him,
he well knew, and he would get no credit for pluck.
He did not like to see Buffalo Bill brought into the affair as a second.
There was a look about the scout he feared, a certain
calm carriage and a dignity that impressed him.
He did not know who he was.
.I Iad he known him as the celebrated border scout and
detective in buckskin, Buffalo Dill, Reel Sam would have
gotten out of the Sports· Delight saloon in double-quick
time.
Then. too. he had a secret dread of Bunco, whom he
k•oked upon as a mysterious man, too quiet by tar for any
good in Devil"s Canyon.
Drad Burns, the landlord, he had another wholesome
fear of, because he was an honest man.
But the facts were before him that the three were the
boy sport's seconds, and he determined to square matters
by picking out the storekeeper and two other men who
stood as not of the lawless· class.
They would give him standing he felt.
So he made the demand upon the three by calling them
to his side as seconds.
1\ ot one of the three moved, but Bent Tobin, the storekeeper, said, bluntly:
"You make a mistake in calling upon me to serve you,
Red Sam, for I am not of your kind, and I don't believe
the others you. name will serve you.
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"For what reason?"
"Well, I, for ·one, don't go in your set."
"Count those my sentiments," said a second one of the
three, while the third called out:
"Yes, don't try to mix oil and water, Red Sam, for it
don't go.
"I'm one of the few in Devil's Canyon for law and order, and you are dead against both."
"You is too blamed good ter suit me," growled Red
Sam, while Bent Tobin said:
"That's a compliment, Red Sam.
"Take men of your stripe to do your dirty work, for to
fight that boy ·is about as mean a thing as even you could
do."
"Ther boy pushes ther fight upon me, whar I'd jist ·
spank him and be done with it."
''Come, get your seconds, if you can find any one to
serve you," sternly said Buffalo Bill.
Red Sam calmly1 looked over the crowd.
He had failed to get good men to act for him, so he
would now pick oµt the worst there were in Devil's Canyon.
They were all there, good and bad, and the latter predominated five to one.
He soon spotted three men, and simply motioned to
•
them.
1
They stepped out without more ado.
"Here's my gang to serve me, stranger, and they is all
gents from wayback, and thar's no slouch about 'em, or
goody-good style nuther. ,
''Thet one be Pete Dunn, this one are . Ben Lucas, and
ther third are Doc Stone, all at yer sarvice."
Buffalo Dill nodded indifferently to the men at Red
Sam 's introduction, and said,' addressing Doc Stone, as
the best of the three where all looked bad:
"My young friend here, whom you know as ·the boy
sport, has decided to give Red Sam satisfaction, and we
are to arrange for a me~ting between them, and, as the
challenged party, we have the choice of weapons. I will
select revolvers at ten paces."
''Hold on, sir, please, for revolvers are not my choice,"
cried the boy sport, to the surprise of every one present.
"What is, then?" asked Buffalo Bill.
"I will fight with no other weapons than those nature
has given me-fists."
A loud laugh greeted this announcement, and no wonder.
Red Sam gave a rude chuckle, and all were surprised
at the daring of the young sport.
Red Sam was considerably over six feet in height, with
great, broad -shoulders, a bull-like neck, arms of great
length and corded with muscle, while his hands were of
enormous size, and like iron in hardness.

JO
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like," was Buffalo Bill's threatening remark, and Red
Sam was seen to hand something else to Doc Stone, as
though the scout's words had frightened hiin.
Then the two took their stands opposite each other, in
a ring that had been fonned of tables put end to end in
the saloon, thus forming a circle.
The crowd stood around on the outside, the seconds of
the two fighters had a bench to stand on, and the space
thus encircled was about twenty-five feet in diameter.
"A re you ready?" called out Buffalo Bill.
'·yes, indeed," glibly said the sport.
"Yas, come, kid, an git yer spankin' !" said Red Sam,
and his admirers laughed.
The '"kid~' did come, and with a rush.
Jt startled the "big man, who . quickly made a spring
toward him , then threw himself on his guard and made a
lunging blow.
But up into the air went the boy, higher than the head
CHAPTER X.
of the desperado, and then with terrible force his bar feet
THE SPORT AND THE DESPERADO.
were driven full in the breast of his antagonist, who stag· '"That man has been a prize-fighter, and it was because gered backward under the blow.
he killed a couple of men by his blows that he had to fly,
But the sport was off from him in an instant, before he
for I've seen him in the prize ring," whispered Doc Stone could be grasped by the half-dazed bully, and then he
to the young sport.
came with another flying leap and landed right in the face
"Yes, you cannot stand again.st him an instant, sport," of his big foe.
said Brad Burns.
This time Red Sam went down, the crimson flying from
"I know what I think I can do," was the confident
his nose, cut lips and brow.
reply.
He fell like a log, and the sport stood over him, ready
Buffalo ~ill had said no more.
another spring.
for
He was used to the strangest of surprises, and he had
'"Knocked out, by thunder!"
said to Bunco :
" He's kilt him!"
"Science and quickness are better than brute strength."
"Yas, he's dead!"
" I believe the boy knows what he is about ..,
"Ther kid fights with his feet."
1 "As I does," returned Bunco.
"Never touched him with his fists !"
So the arrangements were made for the battle with
"Ther kid kin out jump a deer!"
nature's weapons, the youth whispering to Buffalo Bill :
"Is he dead, Doc?"
"Stick for a big ring, and to begin the fight with each
Such were the comments from all sides by many.
man inI his corner."
stood dazed with surprise.
Others
This Buffalo Bill did hold out for, and it was agreed
once a physician before he turned desStone,
Doc
upon, Red Sam seeming hardly interested in the affair
listening to Red Sam's heart beat.
been
had
perado,
any longer.
but that first blow broke his collar
dead,
not
he's
"'No,
"I will tackle the stranger when I pol~sh the kid off,
and it won't be in a prize ring," he muttered so his ad- bone in two places and knocked him breathless, while the
second stunned him, and cut him on the brow a11d lips,
mirers should hear him.
The crowd was delighted . at the prospect of more while it bruised his nose and broke out a couple of teeth.
"Boy, you are a terror. "
trouble still.
yell greett;d the ·words, and the friends of Red Sam
A
The man and the boy stripped for the fray, or rather the
him out of the saloon and off to his cabin for Doc
bore
bby did, as Red Sam merely took off his weapons.
to work upon, while the crowd ranged alongside of
Stone
The sport took off aU of his weapons, his boots, his
and began to drink.
bar
t11e
hat and jacket, and then the comparison between the two
seemed ridiculous.
"Come, kid, and take somethin' !" 'vvas an invitation the
·'See that your man strips himself of every weapon, for sport refused scores of times.
But he refused all; no one had ever seen him take a
=:i he shows any I shall deal with him in a way he will not

He was well set upon his legs, and weighed some
pounds over two hundred, while he was known to strike
a blow that would kill a mule.
The young sport was as completely his opposite as well
could be, weighing seventy-five pounds less, eight inches
less in height, and of a slender, yet compact build.
His hands and feet were small enough for a woman,
and it seemed as though one blow of Red Sam must kill
him.
"You surely do not mean what you say?., said Buffalo
Bill.
"Certainly I do."
"Why he will crush yon."
"It is catching before hanging," was the calm response
of the youth, upon whom all eyes were turned with surprise at his temerity.
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drink or smoke a cig ar, nor had heard him utter an oath,
but he would play cards, and men called him a terror.
As soon as he drew on his boots and jacket, and put his
sombrero jauntily upon his head, he turned to Buffalo
Bill, and, thanking him for his services, slipped quickly
out of the saloon.
The scout accompanied ·Bunco and Landlord ' Brad
Burns to the quarters of the latter, and when they were
seated in what was the best room in Devil's Canyon, Buffalo Bill said :
" Now, Mr. Burns, I wish you to tell me all that you
know about that young sport, all that you can tell I"
CHAPTER XI.
A SECRET A.MONG T U REil:.

In answer ·to the question of Buffalo Bill, Brad Burns
took his pipe out of his mouth, and said :
"You know about as much as I do, l\lr. Cody, regarding that strange youngst~r."
"Do you know his name?"
"I do not.
"And more. I do not believe there is a man in Devil's
Canyon who does.
"To every one he is only known as the Kid and the Boy
Sport."
"'When did he come here?"
"A year ago."
"Fr.om where?"
"No one knows.
"He just came quietly into the camp one night, well
mounted and armed , and set to work."
"Doing what?"
"First he located himself in a cabin in an obscure spot
in the hills, just at the head of a little valley, and where
there was a small spring.
''The cabin was built by the Mormons as a stoppingplace when they foll0wed the trail through here, but it
was too far from the camps to suit a11y one here, and the
boy's taking it didn't conflict with any one, so he has
lived there."
"Then what did he do?"
"\~ell , he calls himself a gold bunter, ~nd prospects for
ore, I know, \vhile .he comes into the camp every night
and often gambles, winning far more than he loses."
"He has been in several ·difficultie.s ?''
"Y cs, C\nd come out on top, for he has killed two men
to my knowledge, and for just cause.
"He is a wonderful young fellow, and utte ly fearless,
for it has been said the Silent Slayers would nip him in
his cabin some time, but he sh0\'1iS no fear of them whatever."
"You have talked to him?"

"Often, but he is as silent as a clam about himself.
"He pays cash for all he gets, and just appears to en/
joy the wild life he leads."
"How old do you think he is?"
"I should say, by his looks, seventeen, but by his deeds
and experience, twice that."
"And h~ will not talk of himself?"
"Not one word."
"But he is not one to forget a favor, and all like him
because he goes the rounds helping the sick and those in
distress all he can.
"Yon saw him give me that money to-night?"
"Yes, and it was a most generous act."
"It is his way of doing business, and you may be sure
he will never forget the service you rendered him tonight."
" It was but my duty."
"True, but you did it well, and took big chances in
doing it.
"You must look out for Red Sam, though, and also for
his three pards, you know, and he has others you do not
know, but I will spot them for you, as will Bunce here
also, for he knows them all."
"Yes, I think I do," was Bunco's quiet reply.
Then Buffalo Bill asked:
"Now, landlord, what do you know about the Silent
Slayers?"
"Nothing."
"You mean that you do not know who they are?"
"I mean that I know that there is a secret band in
Devil's Canyon known as the Silent Slayers, from the fact
that they seem to be avengers, and kill their victim in a
most mysterious manner.
"A man is found dead with a knife in his ribs, and a
slip of paper is pinned on his body, upon which is written •
in red ink:
"'Avenged.

THE SILENT SLAYERS.'

"'No.-.'
"The number or the victim ~ given, and thus far they
foot up twenty-one victims.
"Our best men and our worst have been among the list
of victims, a11d so no one can tell why they are killed, or
by whom."
"That is strange."
"It is, indeed, and it is causing Devil's Canyon to thin
out, for men are moving away, for fear of being secretly
slain by these assassins, whom no one can place."
"Do you think the young sport knows anything about
these Silent Slayers?"
"How so, Mr. Cody?''
"Could it be possible _shat he can be in any way connected with them, for Dunce tells me that it has been
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s)ightest doubt, in the minds of those who knew him, that
he would again go on the warpath.
That there would be trouble between him and the
stranger, Buffalo Bill, no one doubted.
Then, too, he would not readily forget or forgive the
fact that Bunco had sided with the young sport and the
stranger.
What Landlord Brad Burns had done all knew would
stand, and more, he would not be brought to book for it,
as he had a hold upon the wild spirits of Devil's Canyon
·
that not even Red Sam dare go against.
Such was the situation the morning after the affair at
the saloon.
T\1e stranger was knowi1 to have taken up his quarters
at the Wide Awake Inn, and it was said that he had come
to prospect for gold, and Bunco , WpS reported to have
known him before, somewhere farther north, and said he
was an all-arounq .good fellow, a skilled prosp\!ctor, and
if paying dirt was to be found about the camp he'd unearth it.
As gold finds were scarce, he was just the man the
workers of Devil's Canyon wanted, and he was welcomed.
Those ·who <;lid nothing in the way of work saw him
start out after breakfast, mounted upon a horse he had
bought from Brad Burns, to give his own animai he had
ridden there a rest, and they reported tJ1at he rode by the
cabin of Red Sam.
They had seen him halt there and speak to a man who
was seated in front of the cabin smoking a pipe.·
That man afterward came up to the saloon to get some
"medicine" for Red Sam and himself, and he reported
that the Man of Nerve had asked him 'a bout the lay of
the land and the prospects of gold finds, that was all, un- ·
ti! he told him that it was Red Sam's cabin, and then he
CHAPTER XII.
had p0litely asked now he was.
AFTER THE BATTLE.
The man also said that Doc Stone had set- the broken
straightened up the mashed nose, dressed the
collar-bone,
occurrences in the Sports' Delight salo.on created. a
brow, and had otherwise fixed Red 'Sam up
and
lips
cut
smsation that was not forgotten in a night.
and added :
could,
he
best
as
Red Sam had met more than his match, not only in the
to look at.
wreck
a
he's
"But
young sport, but in Buffalo Bill, who wa~ at once named
though he'd tackled a wildcat, and
as
looks
face
"His
''The Man with the Iron Nerve."
out, eyes blackened, face cut
knocked
teeth
two
his
with
Bunco had loomed up, too, out of his usually calm and
I can tell you.
terrible,
he's
temper,
bad
his
and
retiring ways, and, altogether, there had been a decided ,
when Red Sam gets
music
be
will
there
but
"My!
change in affairs iri. Devil's Canyon, especially as two
look at himself in
but
nothing
does
he
for
again,
around
desperadoes had been wiped out, the pards of Red Sam.
•
f
k now 11e •s an expert
I
m
you
an
cuss,
·
d
an
glass
a
, The young sport had gone quickly to his home after the
"
.
sweann .
fracas, and his stock had gone up . a hundred per cent.
"Did the Man o' Iron Nerve know 'twas Red Sam's
Men did not know just how he had done it, but he had
was asked .
cabin?"
made a leap of six feet in height, · had dealt two terrible
"Guess ndt, for he's a stranger in these parts, but thar'
blows with his feet, blows that were bone-breakers, and
Red Sam had been most effectually prevented from doing was a look in his face that told me thet it wouldn't have
scared him a little bit if he had."
fi1rther harm, at least for some days.
"Did Red Sam know he was thar ?"
When he was able to get about again, there was not the

since his coming to Devil's Canyon the first secret murder by them was committed."
"Bunco is right as to that, but I can hardly believe it
possible that the boy knows of these murders, or can be
in any way interested in them."
"Nor can I, but you know I wish to get at ~he bottom
of all the facts."
"True, and I will tell you all that I can.
"As to the Silent Slayers, they are as mysterious as
death, ai;id they are w1known to every one, it seems, for
we men, not of the lawless kind, can find no clew to them,
and' I have been afraid to talk to any o~e on the subject,
fearing that I was conversing, perhaps, with one of the
secret band Qf assas.s ins,"
"Well, yve three know that we are to be trusted.
"I have told Bunco I came here for a secret purpose,
and brought a letter to you.
"He is an old friend of mine, and I would trust him
with my Jlfe--yes, you saw him save me from death to- .
night.
"Now, I am determined to find out who these Silent
Slayers are, and bring them to justice, as well as discover
the fate of the one I came here .to find, for that he is dead,
I feel assured, and it may be that these assassins are the
guilty ones.
"I like ~hat boy. I don't wish to believe him bad, but
I must know just who and what he is, and we three inust .
work secretly, and I believe we will meet with success in
the end.
''Now, you .both know me only as a prospector, and -that
it is not gold that I am prospecting for."

'

_.1e
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"Ycs, after he had rode on, and he wanted to take his
rifle and go gunning for him, but Doc Stone told him if
he'd look at himself in the glass he'd think better of it,
and he' did ; but he would not have let any other man tell
him that but Doc, for he knows he depends upon him to
fetch him around all tight.
"Put me up a pint, Jerry, fer internal use," and the
man turned to the bartender, who did as requested.
Am1ed with the flask, he returned to the cabin, and
there sat Red Sam, black as a thundercloud.
''I s"pose all ther fellers hes ther ~ig laugh ~n me," he
growled.
"No, they said no man c'u 'd fig ht a feller that had
wings, like that boy has, and they hoped you would ·be
about soon."
"I will, and then there will be a few funerals in Devil's
Canyon."
.
"When is ther boys to be buried who were killed last
night?"
"Yas, they .has got ter be planted, and it's my treat to
'em, I s'pose.
"Jist fix 'em up a good send off, git all ther boys ter
go who will, and tell them as is curious ter know thet I'll
be on hand afore long and give a picnic sich as Devil's
Canyon hain't yit seen."
·
And the man went off to obey instructions and bury
the two dead desperadoes.

CHAPTER XIII.
A WITNESS TO A DUEL.

Buffalo Bill rode on his way beyond the cabin of Red
Sam, then struck out across the canyon, which was a wide
valle:,•. in fact, and made his way toward the lonely home
of the youth in whom he had taken such an interest.
He wished to see him and have a long talk with him.
The sport's cabin was situated al! of two miles from
any bther house, and, having been told how to get there by
Bunco, Buffalo Bill found no difficulty in finding his way
where others could never have done so.
Be did not care to have outsiders know of his visit to
the youth, and so, when aware that he was not far from
the cabin, he dismounted, hid his horse in the brush, and,
with his _-rifle slung at his back, started on foot.
He had not gone very far, and was making his way up
the little vale leading to the lone cabin· of the sport, when
he heard several shots fired in quick succession.
At once he bounded forward into a rapid run.
He felt sure that some of Red Sam's gang had gone to
. even up matters with the boy sport.
As he asu,ended a rise out of the vale he came upon a
strange and thrilling sight.
He saw the boy sport, and he saw a bearded man, whom
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he recognized as Pete Dunn, one of Red Sam's· se(;<;>nds ·of
the night before. ·
The man was bacl}ing off horn the cabin, revolver in
hand, and threatening the yquth, who was boldly advancing upon him, also grasping a weapon.
Who had fired the shots he had heard, Buffalo Bill could
not tell.
'
The sport's back was toward Buffalo Bill, but the desperado saw him, and at once leveled at the youth and
fired.
In stantly the youth returned the shot, and down upon
his knees fell the man, but as he did so he showed that ·he
was game by firing a last shot.
And that shot hit its human target, for the young· sport
reeled and fell across .the body of his foe . jnst as Buffalo
Bill came upon the scene.
·
A glance showed the scout that Pete Dunn was dead,
and, fearing also that the youug sport might be, he
dropped down by his side.
No, he was breathing.
As he raised him in his arms, to bear him to the cabin,
the hat of the youth dropped off, and Buffalo Bill saw that
he had been wounded in the head.
Jnst above the forehead the bullet had struck, and
quickly, and with considerable skill, from experience with
wounds, the scout made an examinatio11,- and was delighted to find that the bullet had cut along under the
scalp for several inches, and then made its exit, passing
out through the crown of the sombrero.
"No bone is broken, and I hope i~ is only a stunning
blow.
"But I will soon know."
So on to the cabin he bore the youth, and, placing him
by the spring, began to bathe the wound and the head and
face, to revi.ve him.
To his joy he saw soon that the youth was returning to
consciousness, and before long he opened his eyes, fixed
them upon the ~cout, and, after a moment, said: ·
"It is you, sir?"
"Yes, your friend of last night."
"But Pete Dunn came here to kill me."
"Yes."
''He fired three shots at me as I went out of the cabin
and ran, supposing he had killed me, but he did not .hit
me, thoug h he came very near it."
"And then?"
''l sprang for shelter, and then ran out with my revolver to fight him, for I was unarmed at first, and going
with a · bucket to get water from the spring."
"He had evidently been lying in wait for you to com.
out."
"That was just it, sir."
"And you went af~er himi."
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"I called out to him to halt and have it out, and he
seemed frightened, supposing I was dead."
''But he halted?"
"Yes, and we had \t out, for I am sure I killed him,
and when on his knee~, falling, he gave me this wound.
)
"It came pretty near finishing me, too."
"It did indeed."
"But how did you get here, sir, and in the nick of time
to help me?"
"I rode out here to see you."
"To see me?"
"Yes."
"Can I do anything for you, sir, for I most gladly
will?"
"'vVell, yes, I guess so.
"But we \Vill talk of that later.
"Now, if you have a handkerchief I will dress your
wound, as I have some arnica with me in my saddle.
"I will go and fetch my horse."
This the scout did, and when he came back the youth
handed him a clean and fine cambric handkerchief, on one
corner of which his quick eye detected the initials:
"L. L."
But Buffalo Bill said nothing about the letters, and set
to work to dress the wound with a skill pa,st experien~e
had given him.

CHAPTER XIV.
GETTING ACQUAINTED.

wound, Buffalo Bill
When he had finished dressing the
I
said: ·
"Now, how do you feel, pard-by the way, what is
your name?"
"Call me Sport, if you will," was the quiet answer.
"All right, Sport."
"Does your wound pain yoti ?"
"It feels sore, but I don't mind that, for I have been
accustomed to hard knocks."
"You don't look it."
- "Appearances are deceitful often, you know."
"Why, I half suspected you of being a girl," and Buffalo Bill look<."d the young sport fixedly in the eye.
"But I am not, and God pity the girl who would have
to do what I do," was the sad reply.
"You certainly know how to take care of yourself."
'\Ve,11, I have had to do so from force of circumstances."
"Where did you learn that leap and blow with your
ft:et ?"
''I have been an athelte from babyhood, I may say."
·
"You used Red Sam up pretty badly."
"I had to, for he had a knife in · his shirt, as I knl'w,

and he had threatened to cut my ears off to mark me, as
a man whispered to me he had overheard him say so.
"I was therefore harder with him than I intended to be,
though he certainly deserved no mercy, for he's a very bad
man, Mr. - , Mr. - . I forget the name you called yourself by last night; in fact, hardly heard it."
"Cody; but call me simply Bill."
"Cody, and Bill.
"See here, I have heard of a man by the name of \\Tilliam Cody, who was known as Buffalo Bill, and is a
famous scout and Indian fighter.
"I have much admired him."
"Yes?"
"Yes, I have.
"Do you know him ?"
"I have met him."
"\i\There ?"
"Up in the Northwest."
"Are you Buffalo Bill?"
"Why, do you suspect me of being Buffalo Bill simply
because my name is . Cody?"
"Well, many people bear the same name, it is true, but
you have another claim to the title of Buffalo Bill other
than your name."
"What is that?"
"Your pluck, your looks, your face being stamped with
hernism."
"You are so complimentary I must acknowledge my
identity."
I
"Then you are Buffalo Bill?"
"I a1n."
'·' I am glad to meet you."
"I have often · hoped i would do so.
"But if you ~re Buffalo Bill and here in Devil's Canyon, you are not here, as I heard last night, as a gold
hunter."
"You don't think so?"
"No."
"Why not?"
"\Vell, that is not your calling, and, knowing you
now as I do, I feel sure you are here for some Secret
S~rvice work, such as hunting deserters from the army, or
other bad men who have been guilty of some' crime."
Buffalo Bill laughed and replied:
"Well. you are a pretty clever youth, I may say."
"Thank you."
"Suppose I tell you that I am not to be known ·here
as Buffalo Bill, as I am here on Secret Service?"
"\.Yell, I'll not betray you, sir."
"I believe that."
"But now, as you have identified me, let me see if I
cannot find you out."
"That will be impossible."

_;,
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. "Whv?;'
1
"I a~1 no I~ne to find out, in the first place."
··r beg to differ with you."
. "I am but a boy, for I am not yet twenty, though near
it, but look younger than I am."
"Yes, I supposed you were about seventeen.··
· ' ':'.\l'o, I am nineteen, though I have gone through
enough to make ,me look much older."
··You will tell me about yourself?"
"'No, not now."
··'When?"
''Perhaps some day.
"But I can help you here, for I kno·w ~his country perfectly."
"You may; but what is your calling?" ·
"I am a hunter."
"What ::lre you hunting for?"
"Well, gold, say."
"That. is not all."
"Why do you think so?"
"Some 'other motive than to find gold broug~t you
here to this . wild land."
.. You think so?"'
"I know it."
"\i\'ell, I am like you, on a trail I do not wish known."
;'You are prospecting for gold. and something else in
particular, and so am I, let me admit, and if I can help
you I will gladly do so, for you have already helped me
more than I can ever repay.''
"V-./ e'll let that go ..,
"Bpt tell me, why did th.at man, Pete Dunn, seek to
kill you?"
·'Ah. I had forgotten him.
"It was because he was one of Red Sam's pards, l
suppose; but do you know we must look after that body,
as it would cause some trouble if found there, and I am
not looking for more trouble just now. as I have plenty
on my hands.'' and the sport's face wore an anxious
look, the scout noticed.

and there were .a · rifle and shotgun in addition to the
weapons the youth carried.
There were also extra revolvers and knives, a saddle,
bridle, ax, hatchet and pick and ·shovel.
The cooking utensils were plentiful and well burnished
up, and the table was white and clean.
/
In fact, all abc;mt the cabin indicated a neat inmate.
Without the cabin, in the rear was a shed for a horse,
the animal, a wiry roan P\)ny, being staked out near,
·
feeding.
;'You live here all alone ?" suggested the scout.
"Yes, with Whalebone, my pony:"
"Don't you get lonesome?"
'"\h,TelJ, no; I am more contended alone in r11y cabin
than with such company as I find at :Qevil's Canyon.
·'There arc a bad lot, ain't they?"
·'About as tough as I ever saw."
"But here is your enemy."
"Yes."
"You shot him through the heart, from this wound:"
"I aimed to do so. \i\That was he?"
"Gambler and hard citizen in general, and that's saying nothing of the dead victim."
.J
"You play cards yourself, a little?"
"Yes, when I have a motive for doing so."
'·To win money?"
"No, I care nothing for the money; in fact, I give all
I win at cards away to those who need it more than I
do.
"But see here."
The young sport had taken a slip of paper from a
pocket of the dead desperado, and held it up.
''What is it?"
"This slip of paper."
·'vVhat does that ~1ean ?"
'·Here is a pin, you see, and on the paper is written :
'Avenged l
"'THE SILENT SLAYERS.'

"Bunco told me something of a secret band of murderers.''
CHAPTER XV.
''Yes, they have done a great deal of deadly work, and
A TELLTALE :MAUK.
. this is the badge they pin. on their victims.
"'Yes, here is the number, twenty-two, and that was
Going out of the cabin with the scout, the sport led
the way to where the body of Pete Dunn lay, just as it intended for me, I am sure.
"I have suspected Pete Dunn of being one of the band,
had fallen.
While in the cabin, Buffalo Bill had noticed almost and this is proof, for see, here is the knife that' was to
go with it, and it .bears the number also, you see, twentyevery object.
It had two rooms, one used as combined kitchen and two ...
"You are right, and you took it from his pocket?"
. ·eating~room, the other to sleep in.
';Yes; with this slip of paper."
There was a cot bed there, and the blankets were good
"That tells the story."
ones and clean.
"It does to me..
Some clothin!l and a hat or two hune- noon the wall.

.
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"He came here to kill me, and ran off, thinking he had said, and had become convinced of one thing, that he was
wounded me, and intending to come back after I died and in no way connected with the Silent Slayers.
fasten this telltale badge on me to have it known how I
But he did believe that the sport knew something about
this mysterious band of murderers-perhaps really . more
met my death.
"Now, what shall I do with this body, for I do . not that any one else outside of the secret league.
He had noticed the unwilingness ~£' f he youth to tell
wish it known that I killed him," as it will cause trouble,
/
. h I am anxious
.
who he was, but felt sure that it was riot on account of
w h 1c
to av01"d JUSt
now. "
The youth looked puzzled, and Buffalo Bill, after a · any crime of which he had been guilty.
moment of thought, said :
He had also recalled that he had hinted at what he had
passed through, anc! that he had said he was in Devil's
"Let us put it upon the Silent Slayers."
"How?"
Canyon for a purpose, and also that he played cards for a
purpose, and not taking his winnings for himself, had
"Where does he live?"
"Over in the range, two miles from here, by a .claim he given the money to those who needed it more than he did.
pretends to work, though I do not believe he has dug out
All these things the scout thought over, and then he
said to himself:
of it an ounce c:lf gold in all."
" \Veil, we shall become acquainted , for if I am not
''Does he work the mine alone?"
mistaken, he is the very one I need to help me in my
"Yes."
work."
"And lives alone in his cabin?"
After a roundabout trail, Buffalo Bill came to the cabin
"No, a pard live:; With him, but he runs a saloon over
of the ~ad .desperado.
in tL~..: camps."
It was l}idden away in a canyon, with signs about it
"And where is that pard now?"
that work had been done all about there in search of gold.
"At his saloon, I think."
It was on the banks of a small stream, and the tools of
"Very well, leave it to me and I 'll relieve you of all rethe miner, if so he might be called, stood where he had.
sponsibility about this body."
·
left them when last at work.
"But that will not be right in me."
The cabin door was closed, but not locked, ~nd' there
"Oh, yes. I'll carry the body to th~ mine and place it
there, and put this paper and knife on it, so . it wiil look was no one there.
Taking the body off the horse, Buffalo Bill stretched fr
as though he had been knifed, where your bullet cut its
out upon the floor, as though it had just f~ llen there, upon
way.
The body will be fonnd by his pard, and the Silent receiving a death wound.
Slayers will get a setback that will surprise an<l worry
His revolver was loaded, when the shots had been fired
them, while you come over to the Sports' Delight to-night, at the young sport, and the weapons were placed in hi~
,_
· if you feel able."
"Oh, yes. I 'll be there, and this will be a gooa one on
Then the knife was put upon his breast, stained with
the Silent Slayers, to do as you say ; but suppose you are blood, and the slip of paper was pinned upon his breast.
His belt of money, and all else were left untouched,
seen with the body?"
"I'll take all chances, and if I am, I'll simply say the and , closing the door, the scout mounted his horse, which
he had left standing in the little creek to cover up his
man went out to kill and was not quick enough."
tracks.
" It will get you into trouble, sir."
"Never mind me, for I came here to prospect for
He had apprnached by way of the creek, so that there
trouble," was the cool response, and, leading up his horse, was no trail to foliow, and going back to the range, he
the body of Pete Dunn was_ strappP.d on his back, the conti nued on a wide circuit, not caring to return to the
sport t~ld Buffalo Bill just how to find the cabin of the camp until later.
desperado, and away he started to carry out his intention
It was late in the afternoon when he reached the Wide
of beating the Silent Slayers ;it their own game.
. Awake Inn, and Landlord Brad Burns greeted him.
"I was anxious about you, Cody, for I teJI you this is
the worst community it was ever my misfortune to dwell
CHAPTER XVI.
. "
m.
SECRET WORKINGS.
"Oh, I'm all right, landlord; but there has been
Buffalo Bill showed his training as a plainsman in mak- : trouble."
"Again?"
ing his way to the home of the dead desperado and 'most
skillfully covering up his tracks . .
" Well, Pete Dunn got himself into a scrape."
As he rode along he pondered over all that the boy had
" \Vl10 with?"

..
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"It's a s~cret, you know, but I wish you to keep about
your saloon as much as you can and watch all hands when
the report comes in that Pete Dunn has been killed by the
" ?
Silent Slayers?"
"Do you mean
"Well, call it so, anyhow, for he'il have their badge on
him, knife and all ~ '
"Where is he ?"
"In his cabin3'
"And dead?"
"He couldn't be more so.''
"vVhere was his pard ?"
"In the camo. I ~rness."
"Yes, this is his day on duty, and he'll find him when
he goes out to supp·er, and then report it, and it will create a stir."
"I wish to be on hand to_ see just how much of a stir,·
and Bunco must also, for you know a great deal can be
learned sometimes by just watching the faces of men
when taken by surprise, and I feel sure that the Silent
Slayers will be surprised when they know, or t11ink they
do, how Pete Dunn died."
"Well, Mr. Cody, you know your business and just
what you are about, and I will be guided by you, for I
· have confidence in you.
"But I have something to tell you."
"Y cs?"
"The boy hurt Red Sam more than at first appeared."
"Yes, a pard of his told me he was a wreck.''
"And he seems to bear more ill will toward vou than

JI)"

against the boy.''
"That is all right.''
"I have .it from good authority that he intends to keep
quiet until he gets perfectly well, and then come out boldly
against you."
"I shall meet him as he may desire; but will not be idle
meanwhile, for perhaps I may be on the warpath after
him before he fully recovers. "
"Then you have some clew by which you can ensnare
/
• him?"
" Not as much as I could wish, but if he is not one of the
J'
Silent Slayers, then i am very much mistaken."
"vVell, you may be right, but have you seen the 5oy
sport?"
"I have, and he'll be on hand to-night, though I must
not be too friendly with him in public.
' "Now, I'll go to Bunco's ·claim and look him up and
post him."

CHAPTER XVII.
DUFFALO BILL'S PLAN OF ACTION.

The claim of Bunco was down the canyon.
He worked it by himself, and now and then was rewarded by finding a handful of paying dirt.
If he got more he did not make it known to any one, or
at least to the public of Devil's Canyon.
He worked hard, and was trying to build up a fortune
again. ,
Buffalo Bill walked fhrough the camp this time, leaving his horse at the 1Wide Awake Inn.
The men who saw him pass eyed him with considerable
interest, and there was much talk about him.
With a number of men in the camp he had already ren,,,
dered himself popular by his acts.
With others he was a cause of dread.
As a stt'angei:;, he was suspected of being there for no
good to many who dwelt in Devil's Canyon.
A few, in fact, decided to lie low until it was found out
just what his game W?-S ~
"Somebody will bring him up with a sudden turn," said
one.
" He must show his hand soon," was the comment of
another.
S9 it went around the camp, the wonder increasing a~
to just why that good-looking stranger had put in an appearance at that time at that hard ho1e.
Buffalo Bill found Bunco hard at work with pick and
shovel.
"Ho, Pard Bill, glad to see you."
'fCome in and have a pipe, for you know I keep nothing strong to give you."
"Thank you, Bunco, I just dropped in for a minute for
a little talk."
''How is luck?"
"Better than I let it be known, pard, for this hole is not
so nearly worked out as the lazy fellow I bought it from
thought.
"No, it pans out fairly well, with a steady improvement,
and I may get another fortune ; but next time I'll be less
a fool than I was before.
"Why, Bill, I deserve all I suffered for being such a
greenhorn as to squander my fortune on others.''
"\Ve learn by experience, Bunco; but I want you up at
Sports' Delight early to-night."
''I'll be there; but is there to be more trouble?"
" I hope not.
"Still, one cannot always tell in a country like this just
what to expect.
"You see, Pete Dunn will be found dead in his cabin
by his pard, Hal Hastings, when he goes home for supper.''
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"He's no loss-just the kind that we called in last
night."
"But Hastings will find that there is a knife on his
breast, a wound, and a slip of paper saymg as much as
that the Silent Slayers did the work."
"Well, you surprise me. for my idea has been that he
was one of that gang."
"Well, he mav be, and ihs just to watch the surprise
or the men when they hear of it that I want you at the
Sports' Delight."
"I'll be on hand."
"Landlord Brad Burns will be there, and so will the
boy sport."
"You have seen the boy, then?''
. ''Yes, and had a long talk with him."
"WeII, I remember now you were wont to gi~e us surprises, pard, when I was a scout under yofl at Fort Hays,
· and it is just like you to call in Pete Dunn's chips when
gave .you cause. ·
"Yes, it, is just like you, pard."
- · "But I did not kill him, Bunco."
"Then who did?"
. "I'll tell you all later.; but I have seen the boy, and I
believe matters are shaping to get my work thrdugh here·
much quicker than I thought."
· "I hope so, for as long as you remain in Devil's Can' yon I shall b.e anxious about you."
"And how about yourself, Bunco ?"
' "Oh, l don't count., I just go on in the even tenor of
my way, and have no trouble with any one,.while you are
already suspected as having come here with a slipknot
around somebody's neck."
"'V{ell; I was the cause of bringing you out last night
in a way that may cause you trouble."
· "No, it was the boy sport, Bill, and I did but my duty
iii · killing the fellow before he could draw trigger on
ydu." "··
"You know I appreciate it, Bunco."
"Oh, yes;~ know that, as I do that you have saved .
my scalp half a dozen times ; but here I am talking in
the old way, because I am with you, an' it . don't go
here, ·p ard, so I must drop inter ther border lingo .agin,"
and Bunco went on to speak in the frontier dialect the
. few minutes· more that Buffalo Bill was at his cabin.
Leaving Bunco, !he scout sauntered through the camp,
spoken politely to now and then by a denizen, and again
scowled at with a malignant look by some one whose
crimes ·camed him t6 dread him. ·
J?ack to the \Vide Awake Inn for an early supper went
1
Bu,ffalo Bill, and soon after he was in Sports' Delight
· saloon, where he discovered that the boy sport and Bunco
had arrived before him.

he
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THE NEWS !SHEARD.

The Sports' Delight saloon began to fill up early, for
after supper the men commenced to congregate there, to
gossip, drink, gamble and to idle away the early hours
of the night.
The young sport soon found a man to play cards with,
and they were deep in a game, , while Bunco sat at ·a
table alone, smoking his pipe, as was his wont.
Landlord Brad Burns was· there, with an eye upon
all, and Buffalo Bill was seated at a table. talking to
two very hard-looking customers:
Suddenly there was heard without voices raised in an
excited way, and the next instant Hal Hastings, the
saloon-keeper, sprang into the saloon, his face white and
manner unnerved as he called out : ·
"Pards, my friend, Pete Dunn, has .been kilt dead in
our cabin.
"I found hiin thar' when I vvent home ter supper, and
ther shock nearly upset im!.
''But, pards, who does yer think <lid lher deed?"
He looked over the crowd as he uttered the words, and
every eye was upon him.
The saloon-keeper was not an unpopular man in Devil's
·
Canyon, while Pete Dunn, his partner, had been.
The worst said against him was that he was Dunn's
friend.
But the two were nol partners. really, though they occupied the same cabin together.
The saloon-keeper's life had been once saved by Dunn.
home witn
and the latter had been invited to make his
.
him and work his mine on shares.
i
As the one had the saloon, Pete D,unn was gener.;rlly
set down as the owner of the claim.
With his partner the saloon-keeper arranged his hours
of work, one day on and one day off of duty, with both
serving their customers when business was brj.sk in the
evenings.
But the Sports' Delight saloon was the one of the
camp doing the great bulk of business, and where ten
men congregated to one in the other places.
So the comrade of Pete Dunn had rushed right to ,....
the Sports' Delight to make known the fatal news, knowing he would find there about half the people in the camp.
His tidings were received with a start by many.
This secret assassinatio~ of a man in his . home awed
them, where half a dozen men might be killed in a saloon
and not create more than a flurry.
"Tell us aboutr it, pard," said Brad Burns.
In resp9nse the saloon-keeper told his story.
·'Pards, I hain't got over ther s hoe~ yit.
"Yer see, Pete saved me from death once, and thou~!\1

.
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many here didn't like him, I did, and I shared my cabin appointed six men to accompany the saloon-keeper back
to his cabin and investigate.
•
I with him.
Others wished to go along, but Brad Burns was firm,
supper
at
talked
always
and
"We wai good friends
in refusing he "spotted" those who were most urgent,
and
time when we wasn 't busy.
they were the ones who had said the Silent Slayers
and
work,
off
knocking
after
cabin
"Well, I goes to my
not killed Pete Dunn.
had
think
didn't
I
ready,
and, though Pete always has supper
nothing at seeing the door closed, and no smoke coming
out of ther chimney, for I thought as how he were with
his ·pard, Red Sam, ther sport done up so bad last night,
CHAPTER XIX.
fer I heerd all about it, and they do say it was beautiful,
"JURY'S" REPORT.
THE
and how he just done it. Ther fellers I heerd talk--"
"But to Pete Dunn's death, pard, and never mind the
Buffalo Bill had watched all with an eagle eye, 'bu£
sport and Red Sam !" broke in Brad Burns.
in silence. As a stranger he had taken no part in the
"Oh, yes, as I was a telling ye, I opened the door, and affairs of the camp.
yer c'u'd hev' knocked e down with a foather, for thar'
Glancing at the boy sport, he saw that the news did
lay Pete, dead.
not seem to impress that cool youth in the slightest, that
''And more, he had been murdered, for laying on him Pete Dunn was dead, and had been murdered by the
was a knife and slip of paper, ther latter tellin' how ther Silent Slayers.
Silent Slayers hed done ther work."
The scout also saw that Bunco, in his quiet way,
A perfect yell went up at this startling information.
was taking all in. ·
Men here and there sprang to their feet, and exclamaThe plan 0f Brad Burns had pleased the scout.
tions broke from many lips, while half, a dozen voices
He saw that the landlord was acting with a fixed purbroke out with:
pose, and more, he was sure that he knew what it was,
"It ain't so.
and they were in perfect accord.
"Ther Silent Slayers didn't do it I"
The six men had been selected among those who
The eyes of Buffalo Bill) Brad Burns, Bunco and the were the best of the dwellers in Devil's Canyon.
·
sport were busy.
Not one of the loud criers against the Silent Slayers
They were taking in the whole situation.
being the murderers of Pete Dunn had b'een selected.
Their eyes were upon the men who asserted the inno- . When several of these started to go with the "jury,"
cence of the Silent Slayers.
Brad Burns called out that he felt the crowd would up"I, tell yer they di<l, fer their knife was thar', and ther hold him in saying only those he had picked out should
•
slip of paper tel)in' thet they was avenged.
go.
"Yes, pards, it's only a third of a mile, so come to
This the crowd did with a yell of approbation.
my cabin and see fer yerselves thet ther Silent Slayers
But as two men still attempted to leave the saloon,
done ther deed, fer it ain't dark yet."
Brad Burns halted them in no uncertain .tones.
There was a move of many as though to ~o, but Brad
"See here. 1:he men~ of Devil's Canyon have selected•
Burns called for order, and s'iid:
a jury to investigate t~1is murder, and if any one not
"Pards, this killing done by the Silent Slayers is get- appointed dares to go, I shall hold him up as a suspected
·
ting to be too frequent.
person.
"Let them beware, for this Silent Slayer work has
our
in
man
a
~as
he
"Pete Dunn was a rough one, but
to be put down.
got
over.
passed
be
midst, and his death thus must not
you all unde,rstand ?"
"Do
out
find
and
matter
this
in
"We must stand together
that they did, for the malcontents dropped
seemed
It
band.
secret
this
to
just who are the men who belong
when Doc Stone said:
seats,
their
'''in
ari
in
it
about
go
must
we
"I say, therefore, that
see my patient, Red Sam."
to
going
'Tm
me
make
to
pleased
orderly way, and as you have been
until after we know about this jury's
keep
will
"He
six
of
jury
a
appoint
will
I
a leader in Devil's Can yon,
Burns, and he continued:
answered
report,"
in
effects
the
turn
here,
rd
pa
men to return with our
are acting now for the safety of all,
we
"Remember,
there
all
about
owns
he
guess
~
the cabin over to him, for
safe with the Silent Slayers at work
is
life
's
man
no
for
discover,
and
die.
·
did
Dunn
is, and to see just how Pete
midst.
our
in
death."
his
to
led
that
if possible, the causes
"The man who fights against our purpose will have to
' · There was a chorus of cheers at the words of Brad
for it."
answer
/
crowd.
a
as
go
to
wished
few
a
Bums, but
of assent that greeted this showed the ma!roar
The
landlord
the
and
however,
down,
frow11ed
were
These
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unawares, and that, to our minds, proved that he 'h eld no
dread of harm against the man ·who murdered him.
"There was no trail near the cabin, sir, and the whole ·
affair was as mysterious as the twenty-one other murders of the Silent Slayers of Devil'sA~pyon."
- - -, i!· W}~4·~ ,
•
)),"lo I t't"f>- .V,
, .
/ r.. ·:~r;'fi.v,,.~.
CHAP':t'E
the saloon.
., .~'. · : t.,~ .
"Hands up, there!"
A PL o T o v E rt' R · EAR D ,~·\: ·•
He found himself covered by a man who stood just
All had listened with the deepest attention to the reoutside the door, and he quickly obeyed, for a rifle was
port of the jury of six, and when the spok~sman had
leveled at him.
"I was going to the Golden Nugget saloon, landlord, finished, Brad Burns said:
"Pards, you have heard what your comrades say, and
for I has a engagement to play a game thar'," he said,
the death of Pete Dunn makes the twenty-second man
recognizing Brad Burns.
"I could report you to that crowd within as a sus- who has been killed by the Silent Slayers.
" It now is for us to keep our eyes open to discover
picious character, one who might belong to the Silent
just who these men .are, for I tell you frankly that. thhe
Slayer~, .but I will not this time.
are members of that band of murderers now listening
"Get back into that saloon, quick!"
Ben Lucas obeyed with an alacrity that was amazing, to me, now in our midst.
"If they were no! those we deem our friends they
and when he had dropped into the first seat he came
to, he looked over toward Doc Stone and several others, could not do the work they do.
"They have a purpose, too; in .their red deeds which
1
i;!nd strange glances passed between them.
There were three in that saloon who saw tho;;e sig- we do not know, cannot fathom, but it is for .u s to get
nificant looks, had seen the man hold a few whispered at the bottom of th~ir deviltry, .and when we find one of
·
them, hang him, and so on to the end.
words with several others, and then slip out.
' "I have no more to say to-night, except that I deThey were Buffalo Bill, the boy sport and Bunco.
But the three knew that Ben Lucas would find Brad sire a few words with the juryn;ien ~n my office.
"If I have demanded that ydu remain here until the
Burns just outside,' and the way in which he returned
·
jury reported~ it was for the good of all.
white-faced into the cabin assured them.
" Now you are at liberty to go and come at will."
In an hour's time the jury returned. They had left the
The words of Brad Burns were generallx re.t eived
saloon-keeper at his cabin with the body of his friend, and
others were to be sent over to keep vigil du'ring the with applause, for th.e dee~s of the Silent· Slayers were
beginning to come home to all of those who were not
night.
.
The spokesman of the six made his report, when Brad really members of the band.
"All I have to say to you, pards, said the landlord,
Burns came into the saloon fron1 the little room bad: of
heartily, as the jury filed into his office, "is that you pass
the bar. .
"Well, Pard Wooten, what is your report?" asked out of that door, ~nd,: as ,YOU can ar,range it, follow
those who go to the cabin of Pete J?unn, ,and report ts>
Brad Burns, quietly.
"We found allas was reported by Jerry, sir, and there me who they are.
"Do not let them suspect you are watching them."
had not been a thing taken from the cabin, and Pete
The six men passed quickly out of the office, and soon
Dunn's belt of gold was about his waist, also his weapons.
"Upon his breast lay a knife and this slip of paper. after Brad Burns entered the saloon once more.
He walked over to where Buffalo Bill sat, and the
Here they are."
He handed over the things named, which Brad Burns--two enter~d into ordinary conversation.
Bunco had left the cabin, and the boy sport was just
held up to the view ·of all, and then placed on the table
·up his game with the har.d·.citizen with whom he
ending
by him.
"The wound was in Dunn's breast, and that the Silent had been playing, and frorn whom he had won quite ~
Slayers had done the work was our unanimous opinion, little sum of money. ·
,..
Tossing it on the table before Burns, he said:
for it is just as they have done twenty-one times before.
0£
benefit
the
for
landlord,
other,
the
with
that
"Put
unsus~
an
been
"Whoever dealt the blow must have
pected friend of Dunn, for his weapons had not been those i111 need. 6ood-night, for I am· going ·h ome.' ·
He passed out of the do.or, while Buffalo Bill attise
drawn, no charge was missing from his revolver, and
accompanied Brad Burns into his office.
and
wholly
taken
it looked to us as though he had been

contents that they dared not attempt to leave the saloon,
and the jury departed, led by th~ saloon-keeper.
Then the. games were resumed, and all went on as
before for a while.
Believing himself unnoticed, Ben Lucas, one of Red
Sam's seconds of the night before, quietly slipped out of

1
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The moment he entered, however, he said:
"I'll join you later in. the hotel," and with this he
slipped out ·of the office and disappeared.
Once 'outside the boy. sport .walked quic.1<ly away up
the canyon, and was lost in th~ darkness.
;Mountipg his pony, for he always rode in at night to
the f_:amp, the young sport r'ode ' to a position beyond
the settlement and came to a halt.
He drew into the shadow of some timber, and had ·
waited for perhaps half an hour,· when he saw a man
coming rapidly toward him.
And the man was carry g a bundle.
"Ho, par;d, are you there?"
"Yes, sir."
"I only caught your word to wait for you.
"What is up?"
"I heard one of those · felio'ws in the saloon mention ·
your na:1i1e and say:
·''We'll wait at his cabin.'"
"Ah! that means that 1 ·am .booked for the happy hunting grounds, Mr. Cody."
"About that way, I took it."
"Bunco will be here in a minute, and see, I have
brought a bundle- here which we can dress up to appear
to be yourself, and we can tie it to your saddle and then
follow your pony to your ·cabin and watch results."
"Good!
"We wiil give them a .surprise party.
;,But . who are thev ?"
"They are men whom I spotted, among others,' as belon~ing to the band of Secret Slayers."
·I got down six, Mr. Cody."
''And I seven."
·· ·
''And Bunco was watching, too."
"Yes, and Landlord ·Burns, also, and we'll see how
our reports tally, for I took the men whose faces revealed
their guilt, as well as their actions."
"That. is the way I ·picked them out-here comes
Bunco.'~
.
. .
Just then Bunco appeared, and he had with him several lariats, a sombrero, coat and pair of boots.
·'
Buffalo Bill had brought
roll of blankets, and they
soon had a very respectable-looking man dressed up ·
and mounted on the boy sport's horse.
"I just caught your words, Pard Bill, to get a rig
to make up a dummy man, and you'd find the material-for
the bodv," said Bunco.
.. ,yes,' I felt sure three of those fellows determined
to entrap the boy sport here to-night at his cabin, and
thought it best to use a decoy,
"Now, they left oome time before sport did, and the
fellow you were playing cards with, boy pard, was in
league with them, for, though losiJ;J.g his money, he kept
urging you to remain until a certain time, when he
knew that his pals could get to your cabin ahead of
vou.
· "I watched the whole plot, and do not think I have
maae any mistake."
"l'll' bet- you haven't, Paid Bill !" said Bunco.

a
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, "Now, Sport) your hor~.e is trained, you told me, so
let him go on ahead, when Bunco and I have been gone
H
1ong enough to •get• to
your cab'm.I
''You follow behind your pony, and keep out of sight
when you get near your cabin.
"If they are there they'll show their band when your
pony arrives, especially as they will suppose you are
asleep when yciu do not dismount.
"When they sho~v their game, Bunco and I will show
that we hold trumps."

CHAPTER XXL
THE DECOY.

When the roan pony belonging to the boy sport started
up the trail at a walk, any one. passing him in the darkness would have supposed' that it was the youth that
was mounted upon him, so well had the dummy been
made. It sat upright in the saddle, boots in the stirrups
and all.
At first the sport ailowed the pony to keep just the
length of a lariat ahead of him, until he taught him just
what was wanted of him.
·
Then he took off the lariat, and the well-trained animal
faithfully kept the same distance ahead.
Buffalo Bill and Bunco had walked rapidly on toward
t~e cabin of the boy sport, keeping as much off the direct
trail as was possible, for the latter knew the country
well and acted as guide. ·
·
Arriving in the little valley that led up to the cabin,
they advanced with the greatest caution, flanked the little home, and gaining the rear, crept up to the shed of
the pony in the rear.
There they concealeo themselves, and waited in grim )
silence, for they now knew that the sport's foes were
on hand.
Buffalo Bill had not been wrong. There were men
in the front of the cabin, waiting for the return home
of the youth.
Their voices were heard by Buffalo Bill as they talked
in low tones, evidently in hiding against the dark cabi'n.
Distinctly, after waiting for a quarter of an hour, the
two pards on the watch heard :
"Thar' he comes I Lie low, now, and jump onter him
ther moment he gits._ off his horse . .
''I'll do the knife act, and they'll see that threats don't
skeer off ther Silent Slayers.''
Buffalo Bill and Btmco were not twenty feet fro~
the assassins in hiding.
The hoof-falls of the pony had been heard, for it
was.:lt>o dark to have seen th'e horse and his rider.
Up the little valley came the pony at a walk, and .soon
drew in sight of the three watchers, for there were that
number.
, ~ earer and near.er came the decoy rider, and the pony
vyalked strnight up to the cabin door and came to a
hait.
But the rider did not dismount.
The assassins 'decided from the bowed head and silence
that the rider was. asleep, ·so with one accord they leaped
out from the dark shadow of the cabin and seized, n~
the boy sport, but .the decoy I
I

22

THE BUFFALO IlILL STORIES.

There was a dull thud as a sharp knife was driven
with force into what was supposed to be the body of
the boy sport !
Then two bright flashes revealed the scene for an
instant, and before the reports had died away, two men
lay prostrate upon the ground.
With a yell of terror the third had bounded away in
flight, when there came a swishing sound in the air,
a lariat noose settled over his head , and he was dragged
violently to the ~round, just as Buffalo Bill came bounding after him like a . deer.
The boy sport had caught the man in his Aight most
cleverly l
"\,Yell done, boy pard. I almost feared he would g-et
away," and the scout had the man by the throat now,
as he knelt over him, and his revolver muzzle was in his
face.
"It is Doc Stone!" said ' the boy sport.
"Yes, just the man we want, for he will be better than
any of the rest for the work we need him for ," declared
the scout.
The man was silent, feigning to be stunned by the fall.
But the prick "'Of a pin in Buffalo Bill's hand quickly
brought a yell of surprise and pain from him.
"See here! No playing 'possum with me.
"Get up and come on, for we want you.
"Boy sport, just light up in your cabin, and we'll see
what game is lying yonder· under Bunco's care."
The weapons of the man were taken from him, and
then the scout led his p,risoner to the cabin, where the
sport soon had a light.
The other two were brought in, both dead, and placed
upon the Aoor, and Bunco said quietly:
"Ben Lucas and Barney.
"Two' of a kind and pards of Red Sam.
"Doc Stone, you have gotten into pickle."
"What has I done?" asked the prisoner, who was terribly scared, as could be seen.
"Nothing, for we were too quick for you.
"But we wish to havs a ta)k with you, and unless you
wish to hang before daylight, you had best do some
quick talking," said the scout.
"I don't know nuthin' !"
"See here; you were once a different man from what
you are now. You received an education, were a physi-·
c.ian by profession, and some crime you committed sent
you a fugitive to this country.'"
"New. you are here to save y<.:>ur neck from the gallo~s, and being an outcast, a fugitive from justice, you
wish to make what you can out of it."
"That's about so," growled the prisoner.
"Now, these two dead men came here with you tcr:;kill
this youth.
"You are all members of the Silent Slayers' band, as
is also Red Sam; and of late no less that~ five of them
have been wiped out-two in the saloon, Pete Dunn in
his cabin, then two here, and Red Sam is used up and you
are a prisoner, so you see we have got facts down fine
against you, and if you care to talk we . are willing to
listen. •
"If not, then you go back to the Sports' Delight saloon
this night and hang," and Buffalo Bill spoke in a tone
that showed he was in deadly earnest.

CHAPTER XXTI.
TIJE
~

PIUSONER.
.

Doc Stone was in a very bad fix, and he had the. good
sense to perceive it.
He was above the men ·with whom he herded, or had
been, that was evident, for he i;till had the bearing of
a gentleman at times.
He now looked from Buffalo Bill to the boy sport,
then at Bunco, and back again at the scout.
At last he said, in a heipless sort of way :
"\Vhat do you want ?"
'Tll tell you, and then b~uided by your own feelings wholly.
''I came down here to prospect, it is true, but not for
gold exactly.
''It has come to the ears of the commandant of the
fort, where I am an officer. that Devil's Canyon is as
black a place as could be found.
"The deeds of you lawless men here have given it a
very bad name, and I was sent here for a specific pur·
pose.
''I supposrd that it would take me months to shadow
to the gallows the men 1 was after. but I discover,
through meeting the boy sport here. and my olcl friend
Bunco, I will accomplish what I came for in a very short
while.
away
known
are
Slayers
Silent
the
of
"Now, the acts
from Devil"s Canyon.
'"It is also known that they kill for some purpose unknown to us.
"They have a motive that 1 can only guess at. and
when r hear from you, l will know if my guess was right.
"The members of that secret band of murderers may
rumber twenty, perhaps more, perhaps less, but I sef
them <lown' as at least a dozen.
''As 1 have shown you, that with the five dead, Red
Sam laid up for repairs, and your neck in the noose,
six of them are accounted for."
"Does -yer mean I'm an assassin?" indignantly asked
Doc Stone . .
''Yes, for I caught you in the act. and I OV;erheard
you say to your men that you would kni fc the boy sport.
"Bunco and l fired as we sprang into view, and two
fell, and you might have escaped but for the sport's
clever hand with 'his lariat.
"Yes, vou arc an as~ssin and one of the band · of
Silent Slayers, for there were several who watcll<'d you
and your pard!I to-night, when it was reported that Pete
Dunn was dead and had been killed by the Silent Slayers.
"And more, th ere are three more men whose looks
betrayed them, and I can go and put hands on them
to-night.
"Yes. you are known , for you betrayed yourself in
more ways than one. and let me tc-11 you right now that
I can account fo r Pete Dunn·~ death, and in the 1i1orni11g
those two bodies lying there will he found in their cabin,
for Bunco says they livt' together. and upon their breast
will be discovered the knives of the Silent Slayers and
the slips of paper that have been pinned on ihc dead
after vour secret murders have been committed, for we
have here the one you were to put on this boy. See?','
Doc Stone trembled from head to foot.
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He seemed to feel that he had been caught in a trap
from which there was no escape.
' He had heard the scout unravel the secret of the
· mysterious murders, and felt that he was wholly at his
mercy.
After a moment of thoug·ltt, he cried out in a tone
of pleading that was most pitiful:
"'What do you want me to do?"
"Confess."
"Confess what?"
"Everything ."
"About what?"
"I see that you do not appreciate the danger you are
in."
"You'll hang me?"
''No, I think we had better play the Silent Slayers
act, knife you and leave yon at your home to be thought
to have been killed by that band.
''Then we can go 011 in our own way and find out who
the others are, but I'll take good care that Red· Sam,
whom we know, does not escape."
"You w isb me to confess my guilt?"
"Oh, no ."
·'Do as you please about it."
"If I confess ?"

"Vv. ell ?"

:'\Vhat terms do you grant me(''
"Ah! now you are talking like a sensible man."
"Yon will give me my teq:ns ?'"
"No."
"What then?"
"I'll give you my terms," was the stern rejoinder.
"I must know what they are before I utter a word."
"You shall."
''M y terms are that you shall answer every question
I ask you truthfully.
"In return your life shall be spared, you shall not be
known as one of the Silent Slayers, thoc1gh I would advise you to dig out from camp, as some of your parcls
might give you away. as soon as we have found out
whether vou have deceived us or not.
"Those are my terms."
CHAPTER XXIII.
THE

DESPER.ADO'S

TERMS.

Doc Stone heard what the terms of the scant were,
and then asked:
"vVhat will you do with me while you are waiting to
find out?''
"'vVe will leave you here a prisoner under the care of
the boy sport."
"That won't do."
"It must."
''It will not do, then."
"Why?"
"If you do as . you say with those bodies there, the
real Silent Slayers will be puzzled as to how they died,
and it will be laid upon the band."
"Well?"
"If I am missing· they V1ill at once suspect that I have
sold out, betrayed them, and they will skip, and you
will be thwarted."

•

"There is reason in that/' said Buffalo Bill.
"Now, I alone of all the band will know the game's
up, and I will not attempt to escape.
''Let me go back to Red Sam's cabin. I'll give him
a quieting medicine to keep him there all right, and pretend he is not so well.
"Then you can go on with your work of catching the
rest of the band, and when you feel sure I have been
square with you, then you can set me free.
"Now listen to the terms I have to propose."
"You wish us to play the decoy game again-use you
as a decoy to .catch the rest of the band of Silent $layers?"
"That is just it."
"But you have terms to propose?
"Let us hear them."
"I will."
"In the first place, I can give you information that
will not allow another member of the Silent Slayers to
escape.
''Remember, I am selling out."
"Yes:"
"I know that I have got valuable goods to sell, · and
I am aware of their full value."
'·Go ahead ..,
"Those two bodies there have both got belts of gold.,
on them."
·
"Well?"
"Now I have, say, some twelve hundred laid up, and
they have not as much.
''But Reel Sam can treble my amount, and I want what
they have and he has."
"You will want . a. gold mine next, and have us work
it for you."
''I've got the gold mine, or at least the means of
getting it, and I am high-priced, for I won't reap from
it, and you will, when I have told my secret."
"Go ahead."
"For that reason I am going d> make a money demand of you."
"You already have done so."
" Oh, no; I get that as an inheritance, as it were, from
my parcls."
''Well?"
''You see I am to start out in the world a.gain to ma!<e
my fortune.
"1 cannot stay in this country, fqr I'd hang.
"I must make my way to another land. I have a profession that will support me, and I am tired of this
life ~crime.
"To go away from here, I wish to have money to live
on until I can get' a support by my practice.
"Therefore, with what I have told you I wish, and
which is no lo~s to you, I must have a couple of good
horses and a complete outfit, and be allowed to light out
at dark some night when 'you are sure that I have kept
faith with you.''
"All right, granted !"
"But n:ow to my price."
''You have named it."
"Not the money for my secret."
"Then go ahead."

.
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"As I said, my secret is valuable. It is of a gold mine,
and I want for it just five thousand dollars."
"You will never get it."
"Then you'll have to hang me, for I'd as soon die
as go from here without money to dodge about these
Western camps.
"I tell you that by my capture you have destroyed me,
and ruined my prospects on the very eve of success, as it
were, and I will die before I tell what I know unless I
get my terms.
"I ask for a paltry five thousand dollars and you refuse.
"So be it. I can die, for I'd be worse off than dead
if I lived."
There was that about the man that Buffalo Bill read
aright.
He was desperate, driven to despair, and would do just
as he had said.
So the scout said, for he felt certain that the man must
have some valuable secret:
"Do you avow that your secret is worth five thousand
dollars?"
"Yes, many, many times over.
"I
so convinced of it that I will take your promise
to send me the sum named, when you discover that I tell
the truth."
"That is square certainly; but I neither have the money
nor can I get it."
"I have it, and will hand you the amount to send him,
Mr. Cody, if he tells the truth," said the boy sport, speaking for the first time, while Bunco added:
"I can also raise the money, Pard Bill."

am

CHAPTER XXIV.
THE PLEDGE.

"I guess I've struck a nest of millionaires," said Buffalo
Bill ,. in his dry, humorous way, when both the sport
and Bunco offered to put up the five thousand dollars demanded by Doc Stone.•
. "Well. I lpppen to have the money. and rJJ risk it on
what Doc Stone says, upon your pledge to pay him if his
secret is worth it," said the sport.
"Me, too, pards; or I'll gJ in halves with you, boy
sport," Bunco replied.
.
This was satisfactory to the scout, if so to those who
we.re to take the risk. and Doc Stone said all that he
asked was Buffalo Bill's pledge to send it to him in a
certain way if all was as he said it was.
"I'll give the pledge," said the scout.
"Then it's settled, pards. and I'll talk.
"Now, let me tell you when I decides on a tl11-rl°g l
goes through with it--'·'
.
"You talk good English, Stone, so drop your dialect,"
said Bu:falo Bill.
"All right, I will.
"What do you wish to ·know?"
."You a.re a Silent Slayer?"
"Yes."
"And so is Red Sam?"
"He is."
"And the two men killed in the saloon, the two lying
dead there and Pete Dunn were all menibers of the
band?"

"All."
"How many members were there?"
· '"Before this late epidemic of death struck them, there
were thirteen."
·· lf that was the original number, besides the five dead,
yourself and Red Sam, it leaves six more to account for?"
'"Yes."
"Where are they?"
''In the camp."
'· Bunco, you and sport call out the ones you suspect
and let him answer as vou name them."
. ··nm Wirt," called 'out Dunco.
'"Yes."
"Jerry, the saloon man," suagested the sport.
'·Ko, thoug-h Dunn, his par~, was one of the band."
'·Duck Adams."
''Yes, Sport."
"Tom Hazel."
"Yes, Sport."
"Da11 Drake."
"Yes, Bunco."
"Lanky Bob."
'·Yes, Bunco."
.. That is the last one I suspect, 1\fr. Cody," remarked
the ~port.
.. I can name no one else for a certainty, Pard Bill,
thou gh there are a hundred men 1 know in the camp bad
enou r. h to belong to the band." Bun co assumed.
"Then rll name one more, and it's Wallace. the storeke <' p~r."

Both the young sport and 13unco seemed surprised at
this assertion of th e despernclo, for the man spoken of
was supposed to be one of the "g-oocl citizens."
'·You are not giving- the name of \Vallace because you
han a grnclge against him , Doc Stone?"
··No, Dun co, f am not. I could add half a dozen if
I wanted to. on that score, but I'm on a square trail now.
\h/allace is one of the leaders. :rncl the worst devil of all."
.. All right: we·n put him down. and then consid<.>r the
whole band all present or accounted for," said Buffalo
Bill.
.. \Veli. vou \\'i'h to hear more?''
'·Yes. tell what you know, for, as the ,:port he1·e and/ .
Bunco knew the men named we can readily get them
when wanted.
''Now. what was the motive of vonr band in committing· the murders which you have perpetrated?" asked
Buffalo Bill.
··Gold."
"Explain."
"You see, \Vallace, the storekeeper, was one of the·
first men in this part of the country: but when he came.
there was one man here before him, and one who had
struck it rich.
"Just where this man's gold was, \Vallace could not find
out. so the miner was safe until the storekeeper, then a
gold hunter himself, could discover his secret.
.. I next came along with a gang of miners: then others
followed, until the camps were established in Devil's Canyon.
"Still Wallace made no headway with the solitary
miner whose secret he wanted to ascertain, but who lived
far away from here-that is, some dozen miles or more.
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l
"VVallace opened his store, miners went to work, and escape with him, if he'd share with me the gold he had
some gold was found ; a few went down the valley to raise hidden away, and when I hinted as much to him the last
time I was there, he said we'd talk it over next time.
cattle, and thus a settlement grew up.
"'But you've got me, and that is why I sold out my
"Wallace got scared at last, for he did not wish too
many here, so he decided that all, except those to go in secret to you for what I could get, while you will have
the money back for rescuing he man, and more, too, if
with him in his plot, must be scared off.
"There was but one way to do it, and that was to try you will demand it, I am pretty sure."
"'Do you know anything abopt this man whose gold
and convince all there was no g old here in paying quantity, and to make Devil's Canyon so bad, men would get find has caused him to meet with such treatments at the
hands of Wallace and the members of the band of Silent
out of it.
"He tried both ways, and finally decided upon a secret Slavers?"
,;I only know that he is a striking-looking man in apband of men-killers.
"The result was the forming of the band of twelve pearance, with gray hair and beard, with the step and
Silent Slayers, for Wallace was to be a silent partner, bearing of a soldier-a very handsolJle man indeed, and
as it were. known to the captain and his lieutenant only. with courtly manners."
.. Do you know his name?" asked Buffalo Bill, . with
In that way he could aid those who got into trouble, for
more interest than he had yet betrayed.
no one ever suspected him of being a villain.
" ~o. I dd not know his name, but I do know that I
''But he was the real leader, and we beg·an the work
of the Slient Slayers to scare men out of the camp and saw on a handsome saddle which he had a name which I
_supposed to be his cngraven upon a silver plate on the
leave the field for ourselves alone."
horn."
I
'"Do vou recall what that name was?"
•·,_,aufs Lomax!"
CHAPTER XXV.
"l\l y God I It is my father I At last I have found
him!"
TIIE LIVING VI CTIM OF THE BAND.
The cry came from the young sport in a voice that
Buffalo Rill and his two comrades listened most at- thrilled all who heard it, and every eye was upon the
tentiveh· to the storv of Doc Stone. an<l when he came youth.
to a pause. as th ough he had said all that he intended
" Your father?" cried Buffalo Bill, eagerly.
\
to, the scout asked :
"Yes. sir."
"Who was the real leader of this band of murderers?"
"Major Louis Lomax, late of the -th Cavalry, United
"Red Sam."
States Anny, and who resigned his commission some
1
"And his li eutrnant ?''
years ag-o ?"
"I was. I could say some one else, but will tell the
"Yes. sir; he is my own father. He resigned his comtruth.
because he married a second time, and, believing
mission
"I can. however, truthfullv avow that I never killed
rich man, went home to enjoy his fortune.
a
himself
,
way
one of the twenty-one men tlie band put out of the
he found that the friend in whose hands he
''Instead
for Pete Dunn, as you now know, was the victim of some
manag-ement of his estate had squandered
the
left
had
one else."
That was such a terrible blow to him he
dollar.
last
his
''Yes. T killed him, for he came here to take my life,"
said, to make a fortune by his own
he
as
home,
left
add ed the sport.
'·He was ordered to do so. and th ese two men lying hands.
··The lady who was his second wife was my governess
there. and myself, were sent here to-night to kill you ; but
I was younger, and C\ lovely woman, loving my
when
this is the first time I was detailed for the work, being an
very dearly. · As a distant relative had left me a
her
ht
officer of the band.
" Exceptin g W allace. however, all th e living ones hwe han dsome legacy, we. my stepmother and myself, detak en life under orders, and were \ kill ers on their 1• . m cided th at I i1rnst come West and find my father.
··I had full control of the money left me, had been
acc:ount. too. in a number of cases outside of the band. "
the last few years on the Texas ranch of a relative,
much
··well. we will have to see to th em and to this fellow
Wallace as well ; but. where is the man whose secret wa s young. possessed of great strength and endurance,
was a champion athlete, a good rider and dead shot,
mine 'v\Tallace wished to find?"
ana so I was glad to start on the search for my father.
" Oh, I'll tell, now I have started in on it.
",~ tracked him out to this countrv, and I learned from
"He is a prisoner in his cabin up in the mountains,
a man whom I befriended that my fa1her had discovered a
and ironed hand and foot.
''He seldom left his cabin, only to get provisions, but gold mine, but had been killed by parties to whom he
had told his secret.
we went there and made a prisoner of him.
"Those parties I now know to have been members of
"His mine we could not find, search as we might, but
·wallace thought he'd give in some day. and only five of the Silent Slayers' band. but as this man died soon after
the band know where his cabin is-Wallace, Red Sam from a wound he had received in a fight, I could learn
.
.
and myself, now the other two are dead. It was the no more. "
"'vVas this man's name Dick Trench?" asked Doc Stone.
plan of one of us whp did know, to visit him every other
"Yes."
clay with food, and to see that he was safe.
"He was a member of our band."
'Tll tell you. too, that it was my intention to let him
"And so were two men whom I killed some time ago
Know the next time I went that I would set him free and
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in Devil's. Canyon for he ·told me they had ,murdered my "good citizen,." seemed deprived of all power of speech
father, and that Red Sam was in it, too."
._ ·or action.
"Red S<tm is in the band, yes ; but those two men you
These two were also made secure; but fearing that a
killed never were. Dick Trench told you a lie to have rescue would be attempted, should it be kno"Yn just who
you kill them, as they had wronged him and he wished had been arrested, and the charge against them, the
you to. square the debt.
prisoners were hastened away at dark, under the guidance
·
"But they were both escaped jailbirds, murderers, and of Doc Stone, who cam~ out boldly and said he did not
as bad as 'they tnake' 'em, so you did right, especially as care if they did know of his treachery, now that he saw
they intended to take your ' life," Doc Sfone asserted.
them all s ecur~d.
'
"Well, I have promised yott the five thmisa.nd, and
He led the way to the cabin of the unfortunate major,
gladly will I pay it to you, if. you will lead me to my ·who was fotuid just as Stone had represented.
father, for I have been here to avenge him and to find
The meeting of father and son we will not attempt
his grave; ever since I believed him dead."
to describe, nor that behveen Major Lomax and his two
"I ought to have. struck a .higher price."
. scol1ts, Buffalo Bill and Bunco.
"Silence! You are fortunate 'to get off as it is," pnt
As Major Lomax said he would remain there with his
'ln Buffalo Bill ; and tlieri ftirning to the boy sport he con- son, to await the return of Btiffalo Bill and a force of
tinued:·
, .
cavalry, with which to pay a visit to Devil's Canyon, the
"1 · was sent here to hunt down this gang of Silent . prisoners were hastened on throu·gh the night under
Slayers, and it appears about done, as we now have guard of the two scouts, accompanied by Doc Stone, 1
spotted all of them, no.t yet in hand or who · have not who was now very anxious to get well away frnm
been killed.
Devil's Canyon as quickly as he could do so.
"I knew your .father Well, 'and admired him greatly.
It was noon the next day. after a very hard ride,
for I have served under him. No one will be niore when the scouts and their prisoners reached the fort,
pleased at rescuing him from his misfortune than will I." their horses broken down.
"As I will be also, Pard Bill, for you remember 1
Buffalo Bill held an immediate consultation with the
served under Major Lomax also when we were together." commandant; the prisoners were given into his keeping :
"Yes, Bunco, and it will be a great surprise for him Doc Stone was allowed to go free. and the draft given
to see us.
him by the boy sport on an Eastern bank for the sum
"Now, Doc Stone, we will see to carrying out the plans promised him was safe in his pocket.
we have formed, so we will take those bodies to their
From that day he was never heard of again, and it is
cabin, let you go to Red Samis home. You may be sur e hoped that he led a different life.
one of us will be near you to punish with death any
\Vi th a hundred cavalrymen u.nder a gallant captain.
t reachery upon your part, though, I tell you frankly, Buffalo. Bill made the return to Devil'1' Canyon, and
I trust you, and it is to your interest to act squarely with there was a perfect stampede from the place, though a
us.
number of hard citizens were corralled to be taken back
" To-morrow, after
have ha:d a talk with Brad for trial.
Burns, we will corral those men yet at large, and Red
Brad Rums said that the. prisoners woulcr have been
Sam, too, and no suspicion will fall upon you . Doc Stone. rescued, he was sure. and as he had had enough of
and you can then guide us to the cabin of Major Lomax." Devil's Canyon, he left, and to-day it is a deserted. camp
Thus it was arr_a nged between the four in the cabin, and of odious memory.
to the satisfaction of each and all.
'Bunco had found a snug sum of golq in his clrim, and
carried it off under guard of the soldiers , going East
to enjoy it, and as Mr,, :Fran)< Brandon, he is now well
off and a very respectable citi zen.
CHAPTER XXVI.
Major Lomax also unearthed his gold from its hiding
CONCLUSION.
place, and it was for him a new fortune; so he. too, went
East to a happy home, accompanied by hi s son, Louis
There was a stir in Devil's Canyon, when, the next
Lomax. Jr., the whilom boy sport.
morning, two more supposed victims of the Silent SlayAs for Buffalo Bill. he remain r1l on the plains' to win
.ers were found dead at their cabin.
new laurels in the discharge of the very dangerous and
Brad Burns had called a meeting of the people for that very important
duties which the go •ernmeut and army
night in the Sports' Delight saloon to ·decide upon some post
commandants assigned him.
plan of action, but, meanwhile, he had asked certa!n,men
to come to his hotel to there consult with him.
THE ENI,).
Those asked looked upon it as an honor, and all came
at the hour named.
Next week's issue, No. 94, will contain "Buffalo Bill's
But not any two had the same time set, and as they Water Gauntlet; or, The Mystery Man's Talisman."
~ntered the " private office" they found themselves "covA story of a long trail i11 the wilderness taken by Bufered" by Buffalo Bill with a revolver, while Bunco and falo Bill with his lifelong pard , Bill Hickok, or Wild
· the boy sport quickly slipped handcuffs upon them.
Bill, as he was known throug hout the West. Their canoe
The last two tci arrive were Red Sam and Wallace, voyage into the unexplored lndia,n country, and their
the storekeeper.
daring exploit against the redskin ·medicine man, are
Red Sam, who still looked very shaky, wilted when chapters in the history of the West, that can never be
he found that he was . entrapped, while Wallace, the forgotten.

we

·1 he end of 'h! present contest is drawing near.
ll you are not in it, get in.

If you are dre.a.ming of pri.:es, the dream
But wake up, or it will l:e too late.
For f-111 part:culars, see pi.\ge 3l.
A Dream Within a D:eam.
(By C. A. P., Auburn, N. Y.)
At supper, in reflections deep,
I nodded away and went to sleep.
I had a curious dream. I dreamed
I was in a desert ; I seemed
To be going o'er the burning waste,
My throat was parched, I could not taste.
This thirst would soon make me insane;
The sky clouded, it commenced to rain
In bucketsful. Thinks I, ''I'll drown."
Ilut the drops came just part way down.
Then turned around (this in my dream)
And went back to the clouds in steam.
A rippling lake I next espied,
And to its shores I quickly hied.
1
'A nice, fresh drink, yes! two I'll take."
\Vhen I got there. there was no lake.
Nothing but the burning sand.
I was so weak I could not stand,
So I lay down, my nerve force spent,
And then to dreamland quickly went.
I dreamed that I was in a hall,
Amusement reigned from wall to wall.
A soda fountain danced in the door,
And dared any one out on the floor.
The birch beer savs, " He's mine, I'm his,
And promptly hit 11im in the ( p) fizz.
Then cruelly he laughed and joked,
Knowing full well I was 'most choked.
Cit:• water got " riled," a way he had,
And in a short while· was " boiling" mad.
Young Ginger Ale in half an hour,
Made violent love to Miss Lemon Sour;
"Until you 're mine, I will not stop,"
Her reply to this was, ''Go ask 'pop.'"

m~y

come true.

Says Japan Tea, "In love, I thin!C
That you, indeed, are a 'soft' drink."
Every one was feeling frisky,
But none more so than the malt whiskey.
A faucet "ran" in with great haste,
But would not give me one small taste.
The old farm pump I next <lid try,
It said, ''No use, my friend, I'm 'dry';
I'd like, myself, to have an ale.''
"( )ne," I said, "a ten-quart pail.''
Drinks of all kinds came filing in
From poussc cafe down to plain gin.
"Come nearFr, my friends, you I beseech."
But yet they kept just out of reach.
Then suddenly the lights went out,
And I woke up to hear a shout
Of "Lemonade. cool lemonade,
The very best that can be made."
I looked and saw, with great surprise I
In fact, could scarce believe my eyes,
To see a tub full to the brim
In that desert so bare and grim.
, I made a rush, but got a snake,
And heard a voice, "Are you awake?"
~ "What'll you have for dessert, cake, fruit or pie?"
1. -...No 'desert' for me," was my prompt reply. ,
The Masterpiece.
N. Y.)"
(By Tom Retlan, Ogdensl:iurg,
.
I
R. F. Hope, Trevor H. Nesbitt and Carl W. Gray,
two personal friends and myself were seated in a passenger car on the "Three Track Course," which con~ected
Weston with Crintop, and were just pulling into Weston,
where my beautiful hotel, "The Belvidere," is situated.
I had gone over to Crintop, where I met my two friends,
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who were going to spend a few weeks with me at "The
Belvidere," and was. just retiring, accompanied by my
friends . The train was just moving as it was nearing the
station, when, all of a sudden, I heard a fearful shriek of
a whistle, a sur~r-r-r-r-r-r, and pushing my head out of
a window I saw something shoot by with lightning speed.
A ll I could see was a kind of a streak. I looked backward along the rails, opposite to the one& we occupied,
and saw an object fairly lunging, rolling from side to
side and jumping up and down, tearing· along with terrine speed, and the r1ext instant it disappeared from sight
in the distance.
Why, what could it have been? My friends and I were
perfectly dazed, but only for a second was I thus. Then
I recollected that it was the ''Lightning Express," running between Boston and San Francisco, making no stops
along the cot1rse at all, except those two places. It rnns
this route dail'y, running eight miles a minute all the
way. I awoke just in time to hear the conductor calling
out the name of my destination and to hear the eng"ine
whistle for the same. I was soon at the station and then
on my way homeward, I enjoyed telling t'.he boys of the
beautiful dream I had while asleep in the car.

A Double Dream.
(By . Thomas 'B. Kline; Bostoi1, · Mass.)
This is a story of the most curious dream I have ever
had. On the night this dream occurred, I had just finished a crazy story about Montezuma's treasure 1nines.
I thought I was on a ship, a man-o'~war. It was a <lark
~tormy night. We were sailing <lo\Vtl the coast of Japan.
I was at the wheel steering. After a while, up from the
sea shot a great big anti. It look~d like a piece of rope.
It grabbed me. A cuttlefish, I thotwht it was. The next
· moment I was yanked overboard. it beg·an to sink ( the
fish, -not the ship), and I went with it. "I'tn a goner," I
seemed to say to myself. I didn't have a thing to defend
myself with. Pret~y soon we got to the bottom, among
the seaweeds and clam shells. I struggled to get away,
but couldn't. I said to myself, ·'I'll fix this fish.'' Now
comes the funny part, a$ you will see when you read it.
I grabbed the fish by one of his legs (as I thought he
had legs), ~nd. tied it to the nearest rock, and ran to beat
the band. But the cuttlefish quickly untied himself and
came tearing atter me. But it seemed to me I. was a. good
sprinter, and kept ahead of him for a while . . I ran , for a
mile before the fish caught me. It was just going to eat
me, when I spit . in its eye. For a minute it couldn't see
me. Then I pulled out of my belt a knife, and stabbed
it to the heart. Just as I killed it. my dream seernetLlo
change, . and ! .was sitting on a window sill of a house,
watching the Labor Day parade go by.
It seems I had put my hands into my pants pockets
when I sat on the sill. The parade had just passed by,
when I felt myself begin to slip from the sill. I tried to
pull my hands out of my• pockets to stop myself. But I
couldn't. they seemed glued there. 1 was on the fourth
story, and knew what a fall from that height meant. lt
was sure death . . I slipped farther and farther. Shriek
<tfter shriek pealed, from my lips. No one was n~ar
enott~h to help me. l was n ov.i on the edge of the sill,
and tt seemed as though I was also on the edge of my

grave . . My head seemed to turn round and round. There
was a .buzzing and roaring noise in my e;:i.rs. My head
seemed as though it was splitting. The perspiration
poured from my face and body in streams. The nbises
in my ears grew louder. The end has come. Just ·as my
head seemed to split open, I slipped from the sill. I fell
with terrific force on the pavements below. I landed on
my bead, and knew. no more till 1 woke up suddenly on
the floor . It was all an adventt1re in dreamland. In falling out .of bed, I struck my head, raising a lump. What
do you think of that for one night?

My Curious Dream of a n Air Rifle.
(By R. F. Charles, Easton, Pa.)
One night after Christmas I went to bed rather late.
After falling asleep I started to c;lream. I thought I had
an air rifle and was out shooting birds, whert all of a
sudden 1 saw a b:3.l'l<l of about ten Indians coming toward
rne. I became afraid a!!<l started to run, and they started
after me. \i\fhile running I came to an old shanty and
went inside, with the Indians in hot pursuit. I determined to hold them at bay. and everv time an Indian
would look in at me I wouid shoot his ·eye out.
At last thev became vexed and shot off their arrows at
me, one wottnding me on the side of the head. Then
they captured me and tied me, lying on niy bad<, on a
horse, and were going to riddle my bocly with bullets
while the horse was going at foll speed. The horse was
then started off at a gallop, and just as the); \vere going
to shoot me I woke up very, much frightened.

Adrift in a Bal!con.
(By Fred. Norris, Huntington, W . Va.)
On the night of November 12, 1902, I dreamed I was
walking arou11'cr the grounds on which the tents of · a
large circus had . been pitch~d, when suddenly I beheld
a commotioh in the ctowd directly in front of me, and
the thrilling cry rang out of; "RuJ1 for your lives; the
tiger has escaped.'.' Instantly l!- stampede followed.
Women and children were trampled under .foot by the
frenzied crowd, as they sought to escape from the t~rible
danger. I turned ar.ound and tan with all the speed I
could command, "vhen suddenly I came in sight, of n
monster balloon, held· to the ground by a single rope,
swaying and tossing like a thing of li fe .
Attached to the balloon was a large wicker basket.
With a bound I leaped i11to it; secured my pocket knife,
opened the blade; artd with a sirlgle slash severed the
rope which held the balloon.
'
-.
With one great leap. the huge gasbag bounded into
space. Up, up, up . I l?eered over the side of the basket.
The great crowd below looked like a small army of ants
as they ran hither and thither. While looking over the
edg.e, the balloon had risen to .an awful height. The air
was intensely cold, and breathing gecame difficult. ' My
senses became dulled, bright )ights flashed befol'.e my eyes,
while a thundrous roaring sound filled tny ears.
I fell to the bottom of the car almost inse,nsible, when
suddenly the mammoth airship burst with a deafening
report, and keeled over, Down, down, shot the. balloon,

•
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with lightning rapidity. Dragging myself to the edge
of the basket, I peered ovet.
T he earth seemed to be approaching with alarming
·swiftness. I closed my eyes and waited for the end to
come.
S11ddenly J felt myself plunged into icy-cold water.
On looking around, I beheld the dilapidated gasbag, on
the surface of a large r iver.
In the distance I could discern a sandy beach, stretching to the \vater's edge, but just as I prepared to strike
out for the shore I awoke with a start to find myself
trembling like a tree in a storm. at the great dangers
which I had exper ienced in my wonderful dream.

A Dog Helper.
(By Cyr il Farrand, Newark, N . J.)
I am the driver of a large moving van, and I was so
exhausted I fell asleep. ~'hi le I was asleep I dreamed I
was attacked by two highwaymen. They thought I had
Romething valuable in the van, which I had not. I had
a severe struggle with the larger of the two. He succeeded in overpowering me, and bore me face downward
to the seat of the van; but I courageously struggled out,
and succeeded in freeing myself from his grasp. Then
with a mighty leap I went over the heads of both. I
landed squarely upon my feet, and, strange to say, beside
me stood a massive dog. When they again attempted to
hurl themselves upon me, the faithfu l brute was my friend
and helper. He crouched at my feet, and when they again
came to attack me, he sprang at the foremost one's throat
and bore him bleeding and torn to the ground. His
companion, seeing his danger, flew to his assistance, but
he was too late to render him any help, fo r life had fled.
W ith a low moan he turned and ran away from the horrible sight, and I awoke to find myself reclining in a large
armchair in the open bay window, and the cool night air
fanning my brow. I was glad to find it all a dream.
~

Dream About a Fire Engirte.
(By Charles S. Menagh, Washington, D. C.)
I dreamed I was walking .down a wide street, when a
fire engine came dashing· toward me. I tried to get out
of the way, but could not. 1 could feel the horses' hot
breath against my face, and feel the engine run over me.
I awoke with a start, and was glad to find .myself in bed,
and it was only a dream.

\

Key and Eagfe.
(By C. A. Brush, Birmingham, Mich.)
Now I have a most peculiar dream to narrate.
I thought I was a. child again, so far as thoughts, occupations and ideas were concerned, and yet I still retained
man's estate.
It seemed as though I was atte11ding school once-more,
along with many other~ of my schoolboy day~and yet
we were all grown men and women, all of natural size,
• and all at the same old schoolhouse. And though so
many years had passed, all surroundings were as they
used to be, and it seemed perfectly right we should be
there.

Myself and another, who was a strange pupil, appeared
to be some distance from the other members of the school,
and we were busily engaged in conversation, on what subject I cannot tecall.
Suddenly my attention was attracted to some obj ect
sailing high il1 the air.
Calling my comrade's attention to it, I said, "See I
\Vhat is it gleams and glitters so, as the bright sunlight
shines upon it?" and so we watched it, as it soared and
circled, hio'h above our heads. when suddenly, like a
tlash of ligi1t, it darted earthward and landed squarely at
my feet, and then we saw that what had gleamed and
glittered so was a great brass key, held ht the beak of a
monstrous eagle, whose body was a giant book, brass
clamped and padlocked. Calling· upon my friend to
grasp the eagle, I caught the key from his beak. He
struggled desperately with the immense bird, but failed to
capture it. and it sailed away, leaving him beaten and
battered by its great wil1gs.
I ha Ye the key. vVho has the book?

T he Coal Strike.
(By E.T. Breden, Brooklyn, N. Y.)
The coal strike .situation had reached a grave climax.
Anthracite or black diamonds, as the black lumps were
now generally called, had risen to a fabu lous price-$25
per ton~and in most places none to be had at any price.
Bituminous. or soft coal, was in like manner very scarce,
and had attained a price almost equal to anthracite. Facitories were closed. and in view of the coming ·winter,
serioi.1s apprehensions were felt as to the solving of the
heat question.
.
It was at this point that, one night, I dreamed the horrible nightmare which you see below, and you will agree
with me that it was terrifying in the extreme.
I saw a stormy day in December. The large, crisp
snow-flakes were falling swiftly on the already hi~h
heapetl pavements, the stron~, freezing wind whirlmg
them round and round and pilmg them up · in huge drifts
-at the corners-the city was in the grasp ot a raging
blizzard. J looked in at the tall tenements, and in every
sq11alid, sparsely furnished room the same sight . greeted
my eyes. There was a mother and her group of children,
bundled to the eyes, shivering and chatteI_ing With the
cold. Each took his or het turn at warming the thin
blue hands at a. lighted kerosene lamp. · In a ·corner
stood an unused stove, and beside it a coal bucket, containing not so much as a grain of coal.
I went to the dwellings of the rich. The same condition of affairs . prevailed there also. T here was no coal,
there was no gas-the sole source of heat, light and fuel
was oil, and that was extremely difficult to get.
Time passed * * * It was January . • The strikers·
and the operators still refused to come to terms, despite
the efforts of the government, and the indig1iation and
wrath of the people. At the mines, horrielc scenes of
bloodshed and disorder were daily enacted. Soldiers·
were everywhere, and an attempt to put "scabs" to work
at mining had been met with a fierce attack on the part
of the strikers. Men were shot down right and left,
traps were laid fo r the non-union men; they were blown
to fragt!Jents with dyna:nite, shot from the housetops as
0

,
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they passed, and, despite the heroic efforts of the soldiers, they refused to continue a work which meant death
to them.
Everywhere I saw suffering and ha:dships. In. the
cities and in the country were scenes of v10lence and nots.
Trees, fences, houses w<:re chopped down by cold-mad
men who would have warmth by any means. Woe to the
man who was suspected of having so much as a pa.ii of
coal in his cellar. If such a suspicion was entertamed,
his house was stormed and entered, and bis precious coal
taken from him. Hundreds and hundreds perished of the
cold.
Then came news that a few ships laden with coal were
coming from. across the sea-where the situation was almost as bad, '" the coal workers in Europe having entered
into a sympathetic strike. The ships were seized at the
docks by frantic men, and the coal pounced upon and
carried by the bagful to their frenzied famili es. Law or
order there was none-the mob had its way.
And so it went on until March, amid sufferings indescribable. · Then-what a cry of joy arose from every
throat in the land-the great coal strike was over.
Thank God 'twas but a dream.

A Fighting Dream.

But just as I called, two Indians caught hold.·- of •me;
They bound my legs first, and I had a .chance to shoot
one and kill '- him. I no sooner shot him than .two 111ore
had hold of me. I got a look at my friend George, and
saw him . bound fast. They carried us off at a trot on
their ponies; and we were soon in their camp. A big
crowd gathered and were just going to scalp us, when 1
awoke, and could not see George or Indians. I never
want another hunt like that again.

A Close Escape.
(By George Kahn, Peru, Ind.)
About a week ago I had a dream that I was in the
house alone, and that I forgot to lock the door, but that
I \.Vas too sleepy to come downstairs and lock it.
A fter a while l heard some one come up the stairs. I
felt a cold .sweat coming over me and my teeth began to
chatter.
,
Then some one came into the room with a revolver
in one hand and a knife in the other. He came close up
to the bed and told me if I made a sound, he would blow
my brains out. Then he asked me where the money
was and I told him I did not know. He said if I did
not tell him he would cut my throat, but I told again
that I did not know . Then I felt the cold blade of a
knife comin g on my throat. But all at once I opened
my eyes and was glad to find it only a dream.

{By Shirley Gearheart, Wellston, Ohio.)
I went to Portsmouth Thursday on a visit. As I was
coming back I fell asleep on the train. I dreamed that I
was in the baggage car with my dog and the train was
Hi<'ing Gold,
held up by bandits. One man approached the car with
(By
William
Campbell, Towanda, Pa.)
a mask on his face and covered the baggage master with
his revolver. I pulled out my revolver and shot him .
Some three years ago I had a dream that I was in the
through the head. Just then I awoke to find my mother \!\Test. I was in a very wild place. I started out hunting.
shaking me and telling me to keep quiet.
I was going along a mountain trail. I saw something
in the trail ahead. I walked along until I came up tp
it, and picked it up . It was a large piece of gold. I
A Dream of Fire.
went on a littl e farther and sat down under a big tree,
trying to think what I should do with the gold. As I
'(By John Hall, Scranton, Pa.)
sat there, a man came along on Jhe trail. He was talking
It was on the prairie. We were riding on the train,
to himself. He said it was blame queer that he could not
and far off we saw the light and smoke from a fire. The
find that gold. I sat still as a mouse till he got out of
engineer put on more steam, but the fire kept getting
sight.
nearer to us. At last it caught up to us, and the cars came Then I got up and went back over the trail till I
to a hollow tree, and hid the gold in it, and went
began to burn. The smoke was suffocating, and we
back behind the tree and waited to see if the man came
thought we were going to get burned up. The fire burned back.
While I was there I heard a noise. I pulled my
through the cars and I caught on fire. When I woke up, revolver
out of my belt. Just then I woke up. I had
I was all sweat, and was shivering.
something cold in my hand. It was the lamp chimney,
but the lamp was' gone. I looked all over the house for
it. At last I found it in a shoe box in a piece of old stove
Mv Lost Friend.
, pipe upstairs.
'(By Harvey McLeod, Sydney, C. B.)
T H I S I S T H E ~.ATESTI
One night about eleven o'clock a friend and I were
"PICK
alE our" PUZZLE when
A trick puzzle and game com bined. Easy
· coming home from a party. I was very tired and was
you know how. Sent postpaid,
with fu l1 d rections tor t 0 cents in stan_'PS or co in .
soon asleep. I dreamed that my friend and I were comA. S. HOWELL
:
:
:
UPPER MONTCLAIR. N. J.
ing from a hunt. It was very late and dark. The stars
gave us a little light; and we traveled fast. We came
to a dense forest. We both entered at the same time.
George, my friend , said he saw something ahead of us,
Boy~, have you any numbers of GoMen Hours? If so, see if
and thought it was a deer. He begged me to let him go
the following are among them: J34, J35, J56, J66, J67,
alone after it. I told him it might be some Indians, but
168, 169 to J92, 296, 389. I will pay liberal prices.
he paid no· heed to that: I let him go, and I waited about
'
Addres5, WILLIAMS, Box J92, New York CitY•
an hour for him. He did not return, so I called him.
1
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CURIOUS DREAM CONTEST

you

all ·know what a success the last contest was. We propose to make this
even bigger. L 0 0 K AT T H IS SP L E N DI D P R I Z E 0 F FER.

15 COMPLETE PHOTOGRAPHIC OUTFITS
including an EASTM AN BROWNI E CAMERA and a complete outfit for
developing and printing photographs

ta~ing,

CET . INTO THIS CONTEST
whether you were m the last or not. . All you have to do is to remember any_

.

I

.

Curious Dream you have ever had, write it in five hundred· words, or less) ai:ld
send it with the accompanying coupon, properly filled out, .to

BUFFALO BILL W'EEKLY, Care of STREET&, SMITH
238 WILLDAM STREET, NEW YORK CITY

THE PRIZES WE .OFFER THl·S TIME
are about the FINES'T . EVER Cl.VEN in a contest of this. kind.

lhe cameras

are beauties- simple m operation and
COUPON

Buffalo Bill Dream Contest, No. 2

hold cartridges with film· enough for six
exposures without reloading.

A car-

No.. ... .. . .. :.. . ..... Street. ; .... , ........... .... .... .... .. ... ... , . ...... .

tridge and a complete outfit,

to~ether

City or Town ... .. .. .... ....... .. .. .. .... ..... .. .... ... ... , ......... ...... ,. ,

with a book 6f instructions as to how

state........................................................................

to take and develop ·photographs go

Name.... . ... ........ . .. .... ... ..... ... ... ~··· · ·················· · ·· ~· ···· ~ ·,

•..
Title

I

of Story .. .. .... ... ......... ... .. ........ . .... ........ .. ............ .

with each camera.

BlJFF!\LO BILL STORIES/
C ONT A INING

THE ONLY STORIES AUTHORIZED by HON. WILUAM f. CODY .("Buffalo
61-Buffalo
62-Buffalo
63-Buffalo
64-Buffalo
65-Buffalo
66-Buffalo
67-Buffalo
68-Buffalo
69-Buffalo
70-Buffalo
71- Buffalo
72-Buffalo
73-Buffalo
74-Buffalo
75-Buffalo
76--Buffalo
77-Buffalo
78-Buffalo
79-Buffalo
So-Buffalo
81-Buffalo
82-Buffalo
83-Buffalo
84-Buffalo
85-Buffalo
86-Buffalo
87-Buffalo
88-Buffalo
89-Buffalo
90-Buffalo
91-Buffalo
92-Buffalo
93-Buffalo

Bi~I ")

Bill and the Masked Driver; or, The Fatal Run Through Death Canyon.
Bill's S~ill Hunt; or, Fighting the Robber of the Ranges.
Bill and the Red Riders; or, The Mad Driver of the Overlands.
Bill's Dead-Shot Pard; or, The Will-a' -the-Wisp of the :frails.
Bill's Run-Down; or, The Red-Hand Renegade's Death . .
Bill'.s Red Trail; or, A Race for Ransom.
Bill's Best Bower; or, Calling the Turn on Death Notch Dick.
Bill and the Gold Ghouls; or, Defying qeath at Elephant Rock.
Bill's Spy Shadower; or, The Hermit of Grand Canyon.'
Bill's Secret Camp; or, Trailing the Cloven Hoofs.
Bill 's Sweepstake; or, Hunting the Paradise Gold Mine.
Bill and the Black Heart Desperado; or, The Wipe-Out at Last Chance.
Bill's Death Charm; or, The Lady in Velvet.
'
Bill's Desperate Strategy; or. The Mystery of the Cliff.
Bill and the Black Mask; or, The Raffle of Death.
Bill's Road Agent Round-Up; or, Panther Pete's Revenge.
Bill and the Renegade Queen; or, Deadly Hand's Strange Duel.
Bill's Buckskin Band; or, Forcing the Redskins to the Wall.
Bill's Decoy Boys; or, The Death Rivals of the Big Horn.
Bill's Sure Shots; or, Buck Dawson's Big Draw.
Bill's Texan Team; or, The Dog Detective.
Bill's Water Trail; or, Foiling the Mcx1ca11 Bandit.
Bill's Hard Night's Work; or, Ca~tain Coolhand's Kidnaping Plot.
Bill and the Scout Miner; or, The Mo Lmted Sharps of the Overland.
Bill's Single-Handed Game; or, Nippi ng Outlawry in the Bud.
Bill and the Lost Miners; or, Hemmed in by Redskins.
Bill's Tenderfoot Pards; or, The Boys in Black.
Bill and the Man in Blue; or, The Volunteer Vigilantes of Silver Thread City.
;J3ill and the Outcasts of Yellow Dust City; or, Fighting for Life in the Blizzard.
Bill's Crippled Crew; or, Sunflower Sam of Shasta.
Bill a9cl the Boy Scout; or, The Tenderfoot Tramper of the Qverland.
Bill's Young Double; or, A Yankee Boy in the Wild West. ·
Bill and the Silent Slayers; or, .The Arizona Crack Shot.

All of the above numbers always on hand. If you cannot get them from your newsdealer, five
cents a copy will bring them to you by mail, postpaid.

STREET & SMITH, Publishers, 238 W illiam Street, New York.
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The World-Renowned

Buffalo Bill
(HON. WM. F. CODY)
One of his latest photos by Stae.y

Buffalo Bill Stories
is the only publication authorized by HoN. WM. F. Coov
t$.

W

E were the publishers of
the first story ever wrttten of the famous and worldrenowned Buffalo Bill, the great
hero whose life has been one
succession of exciting and thrilHng incidents corn bined with
great successes and accomplishments, all of which will be told
m a series of grand stories
which we are now placing before the American Boys. The
popularity they have already
obtained shows what the boys
want, and is very gratifying to
the publishers.

STREET & SMITH
PUBLISHERS

NEW YORK

